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SANYASI, OE THE ASCETIC 


I 

Banyasi, outside the cave 

The division of days and nights is not 
for me, nor that of months and years. 
For me, the stream of time has 
stopped, on whose waves dances the 
world, lihe straws and twigs. In this ■ 
dark cave I am alone, merged in my- 
self, — and the eternal night is still, 
like a mountain lake afraid of its own 
depth. Water oozes and drips from 
the cracks, and in the pools float the 
ancient frogs. I sit chanting the in- 
cantation of nothingness. The world’s 
lirmts recede, line after Hne.— The 
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stars, like sparks of fire, flown from 
the anvil of time, are extinct ; and 
that joy is mine which comes to the 
God Shiva, when, after aeons of dream, 
he wakes up to find himself alone in 
the heart of the infinite annihilation. - 
I am free, I am the great solitary 
One. When I was thy slave, O 
Nature, thou didst set my heart 
against itself, and madest it carry 
the fierce war of suicide through its 
world. Desires, that have no other 
ends but to feed upon themselves and 
all that comes to their mouths, lashed 
me into fury. I ran about, madly 
chasing my shadow. Thou drovest 
me with thy lightning lashes of pleas- 
ure into the void of satiety. And 
the hungers, who are thy decoys, ever 
led me into the endless famine, where 
food turned into dust, and drink into 
vapour. 

Till, when my world was spotted 
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with tears and ashes, I took my oath, 
that I would have revenge upon thee, 
interminable Appearance, mistress of 
endless disguises. I took shelter in 
the darkness,— the castle of the In-I' 
finite, — and fought the deceitful light, ^ 
day after day, till it lost all its 
weapons and lay powerless at my feet. 
Now, when I am free of fear and 
desires, when the mist has vanished, 
and my reason shines pure and bright, 
let me go out into the kingdom of 
lies, and sit upon its heart, untouched 
and immoved. 
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II 

Sanyasi, by the roadside 

How small is this earth and con- 
fined, watched and followed by the 
persistent horizons. The trees, houses, 
and crowd of things are pressing upon 
my eyes. The light, like a cage, has 
shut out the dark eternity ; and the 
hours hop and cry within its barriers, 
like prisoned birds. But why are 
these noisy men rushing on, and for 
what purpose? They seem always 
afraid of missing something, — the 
something that never comes to their 
hands. 

[The crowd passes. 


{Enter a Village Elder and Two 
Women.) 
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First Woman 

O my, O my ! You do make me 
laugh. 

Second Woman 

But who says you are old ? 

Village Elder 

There are fools who judge men by 
their outside. 

First Woman 

How sad ! We have been watching 
your outside from our infancy. It is 
just the same all through these years. 

Village Elder 

Like the morning sun. 


First Woman 

Yes, like the morning sun in its 
shining baldness. 
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Village Elder 

Ladies, you are over-critical in your 
taste. You notice things that are 
unessential. 

Second Woman 

Leave off your chatter, Anangn. 
Let us hasten home, or my man will 
be angry. 

First Woman 

Good-bye, sir. Please judge us from 
our outside, we won’t mind that. 

Village Elder 

Because you have no insidt' to 
speak of. 

I They go. 

{Enter Theee Villa(sf-k.s.) 

First Villager 

Insult me? the scoundrel I lie 
shall regret it. 
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Second Villager 

He must be taught a thorough 
lesson. 

First Villager 

A lesson that will follow him to his 
grave. 

Third Villager 

Yes, brother, set your heart upon 
it. Never give him quarter. 

Second Villager 

He has grown too big. 

First Villager 

Big enough to burst at last. 

Third Villager 

The ants, when they begin to grow 
wings, perish. 
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Second Villo^ee 
But have you got a plan 1 


First Villdi’cr 

Not one, but liuntlrtiN. ! will 
drive my ploughsliari' ovci' liis Imusi- 
hold.— I will give him a «hmk. v tide 
through the town, with his rh.eks 
painted white and black. I will ntak*' 
the world too hot for him, and 

[ 'i'hfii iin. 

{Enter Two Situksts.! 


First Studeni 

I am sure Professor Madliab won iti 
the debate. 


Second Stwient 

No, it was Pr«f<‘.ss(>r Jannrdan. 
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First Student 

Professor Madhab maintained his 
point to the last. He said that the 
subtle is the outcome of the gross. 

Second Student 

But Professor J anardan conclusively 
proved that the subtle is the origin of 
the gross. 


First Student 
Impossible. 

Second Student 
It is clear as the daylight. 

First Student 

Seeds come from the tree. 
Second Student 

The tree comes from the seed. 
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First Student 

Sanyasi, which of these is true ? 
Which is the original, the subtle or 
the gross ? 


Sanyasi 

Neither. 


Second Student 

Neither. Well, that sounds satis- 
factory. 


Sanyasi 

' The origin is the end, and the end 
is the origin. It is a circle. — The 
j distinction between the subtle and 

j gross is in your ignorance, 

I 

First Student 

Well, it sounds very simple — and I 
think this was what my master meant. 
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Second Student 


Certainly this agrees more with what 
my master teaches. 


{They go out. 


Sanyasi 

These birds are word-peckers. When 
they pick up some wriggling nonsense, 
which can fill their mouth, they are 
happy. 

{Enter Two Flower-Girls, singing.) 
Song 

The weary hours pass by. 

The flowers that blossom in the light 
Fade and drop in the shadow. 

I thought I would weave a garland 
In the cool of the morning for my love. 

But the morning wears on. 

The flowers are not gathered, 

And my love is lost. 
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A Waiffarer 

Why such regret, Juy <l.'iftiitgs ? 
When the garlands are rta<i\ , ih<‘ 
necks will not be wanting. 


Fini Flinver-dhi 
Nor tlie halter. 

Second FlawerAtirl 
You are bold. Why <lo you coim' 
so close ? 

Waijfarer 

You quarrel for nothingf, m\ girl. 
I am far enougli from you U* .allow an 
elephant to pas.s Isetweeji us. 

Second Flmeer-diri 

Indeed. Am J sueit it riiydif T | 
wouldn’t have eaten you, if yi»u bad 
come. ITk'tf ^0 md 
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{Comes an old Beggar.) 

Beggar 

Kind sirs, have pity on me. May 
God prosper you. Give me one hand- 
ful from your plenty. 

{Enters a Soldier.) 

Soldier 

Move away. Don’t you see the 
Minister’s son is coming ? 

[They go out. 


Sanyasi 

It is mid-day. The sun is growing 
strong. The sky looks like an over- 
turned burning copper bowl. The 
earth breathes hot sighs, and the 
whirling sands dance by. What sights 
of man have I seen ! Can I ever again 
shrink back into the smallness of these 
creatures, and become one of them ? 
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No, I am free. I have not this ol)- 
stacle, this world round me. I live in 
a pure desolation. 

{Enter the girl VAS.<\N'i'i tind a 
Woman.) 

Woman 

Girl, you are Raghu’s tlaiiglif or, 
aren’t you ? You sliould keep away 
from this road. Don’t you know it 
goes to the temple ? 

Vamnti 

I am on the farthest side, I^ady. 

Woman 

But I thought my eioth-end f ota-hed 
you. I am taking my offerings in the 
goddess,— I hope (lu>y are not {>ol 
luted. 
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Vasanti 

I assure you, your cloth did not 
touch me. {The Woman goes.) I am 
Vasanti, Raghu’s daughter. May I 
come to you, father ? 

Sanyasi 

Why not, child ? 

Vasanti 

I am a pollution, as they call me. 

Sanyasi 

But they are all that, — a pollution. 
They roll in the dust of existence.! 
Only he is pure who has washed awayi 
the world from his mind. But what ' 
have you done, daughter ? 

Vasanti 

My father, who is dead, had defied 
their laws and their gods. He would 
not perform their rites, 

c 
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Sanyasi 

Why do you stand away from me ? 

Vasanii 

Will you touch me ? 

Sanyad 

Yes, because notluiifj ean touch me 
truly. I am ever away in (lie emlless. 
You can sit here, if you wish. 

Vmanti 

{Breaking into a soh.) N’e\t‘r tell 
me to leave you, wliea oikh* \ou iia\ e 
taken me near you. 

Sanymi 

Wipe away your tears, ehihl. I aui 
a Sanyasi. I have iieifiur haired, 
nor attachment in my heart.- 1 jhmt 
claim you as mine; tlurefure I <'a(j 
never discard you. You are to uiv us 
this blue sky h,~~ym are, - yet you 
jare not. 
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Vasanti 

Father, I am deserted by gods and 
men alike. 

Sanyasi 

So am I. I have deserted both 
gods and men. 

Vasanti 

You have no mother ? 

Sanyasi 

No. 

Vasanti 

Nor father ? 

Sanyasi 

No. 

Vasanti 

Nor any friend ? 

Sanyasi 

No. 
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Vasanti 

Then I shall be with you. • You 
won’t leave me ? 


Sanyasi 

I have done Avith lea\'in<^. You can 
stay near me, yet never eonuno near 
me. 

Vasanti 

I do not undcrstanii you, father. 
Tell me, is there no shelter for me in 
the whole world ? 

Sanyasi 

Shelter? Don’t, you know this 
world is a bottomless chasm? 'Tlu- 
swarm of creatures, eoniino out from 
the hole of nothin^jness, seeks for 
shelter, and enters into the f,m{)in;i» 
mouth of this emptiness, and is lost. 
These are the ghosts of lies around 
you, who hold their market of iliu- 
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sions,— and the foods which they sell 
are shadows. They only deceive your 
hunger, but do not satisfy. Come 
away from here, child, come away. 

Vasanti 

But, father, they seem so happy iu 
this world. Can we not watch them 
from the roadside ? 

Sanyasi 

Alas, they do not understand. They 
cannot see that this world is death 
spread out to eternity. — It dies every ^ 
moment, yet never comes to the end. ^ 
— And we, the creatures of this world, 
live by feeding upon death. 

Vasanti 

Father, you frighten me. 

{Enters a Thavellek.) 

Traveller 

Can I get a shelter near this place ? 
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Sanyasi 

Shelter there is nowhen', niy son, 
but in the depth of one’s self.- Se(‘k 
that; hold to it fast, if you \vouUl lx; 
saved. 

Traveller 

But I am tired, and want shelttT. 

Vasanti 

My hut is not far from iu-re. Will 
you come ? 

Traveller 

But who are you ? 

Vasanti 

Must you know me ? I am Hajfhu’s 
daughter. 

Traveller 

God bless you, child, but I cannot 
stay. l/'oov. 
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{Men come hearing somebody on a bed.) 

First Bearer 
He is still asleep. 

Second Bearer 
How heavy the rascal is ! 

A Traveller {outside their group) 
Whom do you carry ? 

Third Bearer 

Bind4 the weaver, was sleeping as 
one dead, and we have taken Mm 
away. 

Second Bearer 

But I am tired, brothers. Let us 
give him a shake, and waken him up. 

Binds {wakes up) 

Ee, a, u 
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Third Bearer 
What’s that noise ? 

Binds 

I say. Who arc you ? Where jirn 
I being carried ? 

[They put down the bed from their 
shoulders. 

Third Bearer 

Can’t you keep quiet, iikc' al! decfiit 
dead people ? 


Second Bearer 

The cheek of him ! lie tnust talk, 
even though he is deatl. 


Third Bearer 

It would be more proper of you, if 
you kept still. 
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Binds 

I am sorry to disappoint you, gentle- 
men, you have made a mistake. — I 
was not dead, but fast asleep. 

Second Bearer 

I admire this fellow’s impudence. 
Not only must he die, but argue. 

Third Bearer 

He won’t confess the truth. Let us 
go, and finish the rites of the dead. 

Binds 

I swear by your beard, my brother, 
I am as alive as any of you. 

[They take him away, laughing:. 

Sanyasi 

The girl has fallen asleep, with lief 
arm beneath her littte head ; I think 
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I must leave her now, and go. But, 
coward, must you run away, — run 
away from this tiny thing ? These 
are Nature’s spiders’ webs, they have 
danger merely for moths, and not for 
a Sanyasi like me. 

Vasanti {awaking with a start) 

Have you left me. Master ? — Have 
you gone away ? 

Sanyasi 

Why should I go away from you ? 
What fear have I? Afraid of a 
shadow ? 

Vasanti 

Do you hear the noise in the road ? 

Sanyasi 

But stillness is^in my soul. 

{EnUrs a young Woman, followed 
hy Men.) 
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Woman 

Go now. Leave me. Don’t talk 
to me of love. 

First Man 

Why, what has been my crime ? 

Woman 

You men have hearts of stone. 

First Man 

Incredible. If our hearts were of 
stone, how could Cupid’s darts make 
damage there ? 

Other Man 

Bravo. Well said. 

Second Man 

Now, what is your answer to that, 
my dear ? 
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Woman 

Answer ! You think you have said 
something very fine —don’t you ? It 
is perfect rubbish. 

First Man 

I leave it to your judgment, gentle- 
men. What I said was this, that if 
our hearts be of stone, how can 

Third Man 

Yes, yes, it has no answer at all. 

First Man 

Let me explain it to you. She said 
we men have hearts of stone, didn’t 
she ? Well, I said, in answer, if our 
hearts were truly of stone, how could 
Cupid’s darts damage them ? You 
understand ? 
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Second Man 

Brother, I have been selling molasses 
in the town for the last twenty-four 
years, — do you think I eannot under- 
stand what you say ? 

[They go out. 


Sanyasi 

What are you doing, my child ? 

Vasanti 

I am looking at your broad palm, 
father. My hand is a little bird that 
finds its nest here. Your palm is 
great, like the great earth which holds 
all. These lines are the rivers, and 
these are hills. 

[Puts her cheek upon it. 

Sanyasi 

Your touch is soft, my daughter, 
like the touch of sleep. It seems to 
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me this touch has soim thing of the; 
great darkness, whicli louclu-s one’s 
soul with the wand ot the etcrMal. 
But, child, you are tlie motli of tlie 
daylight. You have N'our birds and 
flowers and fields — what can you find 
in me, who have my cent re in the One 
and my circumference nowhere ? 

V manli 

I do not want anything else. Your 
love is enough for me. 


S any ad 

The girl imagines I love iier, 

foolish heart. She is iia])pv in that 
thought. Let her nourish it. h’or 
they have been brought Uj> in illusions, 
and they must have illusions to con- 
sole them. 

Vamnii 

Father, this creeper trailing on tin* 
grass, seeking some tree to twine itsi'lf 
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round, is my creeper. I have tended 
it and watered it from the time when 
it had pushed up only two little 
leaves into the air, like an infant’s 
cry- This creeper is me, — ^it has grown 
Iby the road-side, it can be so easily 
crushed. Do you see these beautiful 
little flowers, pale blue with white 
spots in their hearts ? — these white 
spots are their dreams. Let me gently 
brush your forehead with these flowers. 
To me, things that are beaxitiful are 
the keys to all that I have not seen 
and not known. 

Sanyasi 

No, no, the beautiful is mere phan- 
tasy. To him who knows, the dust 
and the flower are the same. — But 
what languor is this that is creeping 
into my blood and drawing before my 
eyes a thin mist veil of all the rainbow 
colours ? Is it Nature herself weaving 
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her dreams round me, clouding my 
senses ? {Suddenly he tears the creeper, 
and rises up.) No more of this ; for 
this is death. What game of yours 
is this with me, little girl ? I am a 
Sanyasi, I have cut all my knots, I 
am free. — ^No, no, not those tears. I 
cannot bear them. — But where was 
hidden in my heart this snake, this 
anger, that hissed out of its dark with 
its fang ? No, they are not dead, — 
they outlive starvation. These hell- 
creatures clatter their skeletons and 
dance in my heart, when their mis- 
tress, the great witch, plays upon her 
magic flute.— Weep not, child, come 
to me. You seem to me like a cry of 
a lost world, like the song of a wander- 
ing star. You bring to my mind 
something, whieh is infinitely more 
than this Nature,— more than the sun 
and stars. It is as great as the dark- 
ness. I understand it not. I have 
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never known it, therefore I fear it. 
I must leave you.— Go back whence 
you came, — the messenger of the un- 
known. 

Vasanti 

Leave me not, father, — I have none 
else but you. 

Sanyasi 

I must go, I thought that I had 
known,— but I do not know. Yet I 
must know. I leave you, to know 
who you are. 

Vasanti 

Father, if you leave me, I shall die. 

Sanyasi 

Let go my hand. Do not touch 
me. I must be free. — — . 

{He runs away. 


D 
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III 

{The Sanyasi is seen, sitfim’ vpon a 
boulder in a mountdin path. .1 
shepherd hoy passes by, sinpin<>.) 

The Song 

Do not turn away your face, my Inve, 
The spring has hared open its breast. 

The flowers breathe their secrets in 
the dark. 

The rustle of the forest leaxrs comes 
across the sky. 

Like the sobs of the night. 

Come, love, show me your face. 

Sanyasi 

The gold of tlic evening is inelfing 
in the heart of tiu' blue S(‘a. 'Fhe 
forest, on the hillside, is drinking the 
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last cup of the daylight. On the left, 
the village huts are seen through the 
trees with their evening lamps lighted, 
like a veiled mother watching by her 
sleeping children. Nature, thou art 
my slave. Thou hast spread thy 
many-coloured carpet in the great hall 
where I sit alone, like a king, and 
watch thee dance with thy starry 
necklace twinkling on thy breast. 
[Shepherd Girls pass by, singing. 

Song of the Shepherd Girls 

The music comes from across the dark 
river and calls me. 

I was in the house and happy. 

But the flute sounded m the still air of 
night. 

And a pain pierced my heart. 

Oh, tell me the way who know it,— 

Tell me the way to him. 

I will go to him with my one little 
flower^ 
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And leave it at his feet. 

And teU him that his music is one 
with my love. 

[Fhcy go. 


Sanyasi 

I think such an evening had conic 
Kto me only once before in all my 
births. Then its cup overbrimniecl 
with love and music, and I sat with 
some one, the memory of whose face 
is in that setting star of the evening. — 
But where is my little girl, with lier 
dark sad eyes, big with tears ? Is she 
there, sitting outside her hut, watch- 
ing that same star through the im- 
mense loneliness of the evening '/ But 
the star must set, the evening close 
her eyes in _the jnight, and tears must 
cease and sobs be stilled in sleep. No, 
I will not go back. Let the world- 
dreams take their own shapen Let 
me not trouble its course and create 
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new phantasies. I will see, and think, 
and know. 

{Enters a ragged Girl.) 

Girl 

Are you there, father ? 

Sanyasi 

Come, child, sit by me. I wish I 
could own that call of yours. Some 
one did call me father, once, and the 
voice was somewhat like yours. The 
father answers now, — but where is 
that call ? 

Girl 

Who are you ? 

Sanyasi 

I am a Sanyasi. Tell me, child, 
what is your father ? 


Girl 

He gathers sticks from the forest. 
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Sanyasi 

And you have a mother ? 

Girl 

No. She died wlien I was young. 

Sanyasi 

Do you love your father ? 

Girl 

I love him more than anytliing else 
in the world. I have no om* else but 
him. 

Sanyasi 

I understand you. Give uu' your 
little hand, — let me hold it in my 
palm,— in this big |)a!m of mine. 

Girl 

Sanyasi, do you read palms V Cun 
you read in my palm all fhat I am 
and shall be ? 
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Sanyasi 

I think I can read, but dimly know 
its meaning. One day I shall know it. 

Girl 

Now I must go to meet my father. 
Sanyasi 

Where ? 


Girl 

Where the road goes into the 
forest. He will miss me, if he does 
not find me there. 

Sanyasi 

Bring your head near to me, child. 
Let me give you my kiss of blessing 
before you go. [GiELgo^s. 

{A Mother enters, with two children.) 
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Mother 

How stout and clmhhy Misri’s 
children are. They are sonu-{hin<jr to 
look at. But the more I IVt-ti you, the 
more you seem to grow thin every day. 

First a hi 

But why do you always hlaine us 
for that, mother ? t'an we help i| v 

Mother 

Don’t I tell you to lake phady of 
rest? But you must ahva)-s he run- 
ning about. 

Seamd air! 

But, motlier, we run about on your 
errands. 

Mother 

How dare you answer me like that ? 
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Sanyasi 

Where are you going, daughter ? 

Mother 

My salutation, father. We are going 
home. 

Sanyasi 

How many are you ? 

Mother 

My mother-in-law, and my husband 
and two other children, beside these. 

Sanyasi 

How do you spend your ,d^s ? 

m ' 

Mother 

I hardly know how my 
My man goes to the field, and I have 
my house to look after. Then, in the 
evening, I sit to spin with my elder 
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girls. (To tlie girls.) Go and salute 
the Sanyasi. Bless them, father. 

[They go. 

(Enter Two Men.) 

First Man 

Friend, go back from here. Do not 
come any farther. 

Second Man 

Yes, I know. Friends meet in this 
earth by chance, and the chance 
carries us on together some portion 
of the way, and then comes the 
moment when we must part. 

Second Friend 

Let us carry away with us the hope 
that we part to meet again. 

First Friend 

Our meetings and partings belong 
to all the movements of the world. 
Stars do not take special notice of us. 
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Second Friend 

Let us salute those stars which did 
throw us together. If for a moment, 
still it has been much. 


First Friend 

Look back for a minute before you 
go. Can you see that faint glimmer 
of the water in the dark, and those 
casuarina trees on the sandy bank ? 
Our village is all one heap of dark 
shadows. You can only see the lights. 
Can you guess which of those lights 
are ours ? 


Second Friend 
Yes, I think I can. 


First Friend 

That light is the last farewell look 
of our past days upon their parting 
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guest. A little farther on, and there 
will remain one blot of darkness. 

[TJiey go (may. 


Sanyad 

The night grows dark and desolate. 
It sits like a woman forsaken, -those 
stars are her tears turnefi into fire. 
0 my child, the sorrow of youi' little 
heart has filled, for ever, all the nights 
of my life with its sadness. Your dear 
caressing hand lias left its touch in 
this night air, — I leel it on iny fore- 
head, — it is damp with your tears. 
My darling, your sobs that {mrsued 
me, when I fled away, havi* clung to 
my heart. I shall carry them to my 
death. 
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IV 

Sanyasi, in ike village path 

Let my vows of Sanyasi go. I 
break my staff and my alms-bowl. 
This stately ship, this world, which is 
crossing the sea of time, — ^let it take 
me up again, let me join once more 
the pilgrims. Oh the fool, who wanted 
to seek safety in swimming alone, and 
gave up the light of the sun and stars, 
to pick his way with his glow-worm’s 
lamp ! The bird flies in the sky, not 
to fly away into the emptiness, but 
to come back again to this great 
earth. — I am free. I am free from 
the bodiless chain of the Nay. I am 
free among things, and forms and 
purpose. The finite is the true in- 
finite, and love knows its truth. My 
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girl, you are the spirit of all that is, — 
I can never leave you. 

{Enters a Village Elder.) 
Sanyasi 

Do you know, brother, where 
Raghu’s daughter is ? 


Elder 

She has left her village, and wc are 
glad. 

Sanyasi 
Where has she gone ? 


Elder 

Do you ask where ? It is all one 
to her where she goes. [Goes out. 

Sanyasi 

My darling has gone to seek a some- 
where in the emptiness of nowhere. 
She must find me. 
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(A crowd of Villagers enter.) 
First Man 

So our King’s son is going to be 
married to-night. 

Second Man 

Can you tell me, when is the wed- 
ding hour ? 


Third Man 

The wedding hour is only for the 
bridegroom and the bride. What have 
we got to do with it ? 

A Woman 

But won’t they give us cakes for 
the happy day ? 

First Man 

Cakes ? You are silly. My uncle 
lives in the town — I have heard from 
him that we shall have curds and 
parched rice. 
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Second Man 

Grand. 

Fourth Man 

But we shall have a great dc-al more 
water than curds. You ina\' be sure 
of that. 

First Man 

Moti, you are a dull fellow. Water 
in the curds at a prince’s wedding ! 

Fourth Man 

But we are not princes ourst'lves, 
Panchu. For us, poor peojjle, the 
curds have the trick of turning into 
water most parts. 

First Man. 

Look there. That son of the char- 
coal-burner is still l)usy with liis work. 
We mustn’t allow that. 
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Second Man 

We shall burn him into charcoal, 
if he does not come out. 

Sanyasi 

Do you know, any of you, where is 
Raghu’s daughter ? 

The Woman 
She has gone away. 

Sanyasi 

Where ? 

Woman 
That we don’t know. 


First Man 

But we are sure that she is not the 
bride for our prince. 

[They laugh and go out. 
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(Enters a Woman, with a child.) 

Woman 

My obeisance to you, father. Let 
my child touch your feet with his 
head. He is sick. Bless him, father. 

Sanyasi 

But, daughter, I am no longer a 
Sanyasi. Do not mock me with your 
salutation. 

Woman 

Then who are you ? What arc you 
doing ? 

Sanyasi 

1 am seeking. 

Woman 

Seeking whom ? 
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Sanyasi 

Seeking my lost world back. — Do 
you know Raghu’s daughter ? Where 
is she ? 

Woman 

llaghu’s daughter ? She is dead. 
Sanyasi 

No, she cannot be dead. No. No. 
Woman 

But what is her death to you, 
Sanyasi ? 

Sanyasi 

Not only to me ; it would be death 
to all. 

W Oman 

I do not understand you. 

Sanyasi 

She can never be dead. 




MALINI 



TO 

MY NIECE 

INDIRA DB:VI 



MALINI 
ACT I 

The Balcony of the Palace facing the 
street 

Malini 

The moment has come for me, and 
my life, like the dewdrop upon a 
lotus leaf, is trembling upon the heart 
of this great time. I shut my eyes 
and seem to hear the tumult of the 
sky, and there is an anguish in my 
heart, I know not for what. 

{Enters Queen.) 

Queen 

My child, what is this ? Why do 

you forget to put on dresses that befit 
66 



56 


SACRIFICE 


your beauty and youth ? Where are 
your ornaments ? My beautiful dawn, 
how can you absent tlic touch of gold 
from your limbs ? 


Malini 

Mother, there are some who are 
born poor, even in a king’s house. 
^ Wealth does not cling to those wliose 
destiny it is to find rieiufs in poverty. 


Queen 

That the child whose only language 
was the baby cry should talk to me 
in such riddles ! — My heart <juakes in 
fear when I listen to you. WIhtc did 
you pick up your ru'w creed, which 
goes against all our lioh' hooks ? My 
child, they say tliat the Buddhist 
monks, from whom you take your 
lessons, practise black arts ; that they 
cast their spells upon men’s minds, 
confounding them with lies. Rut 1 
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ask you, is religion a thing that one 
has to find by seeking ? Is it not like 
sunlight, given to you for all days ? 
I am a simple woman. I do not 
understand men’s creeds and dogmas. 
I only know that women’s true objects 
of worship come to their own arms, 
without asking, in the shape of their 
husbands and their children. 

{Enters King.) 

King 

My daughter, storm clouds are 
gathering over the King’s house. Go 
no farther along your perilous path. 
Pause, if only for a short time. 

Queen 

What dark words are these ? 

King 

My foolish child, if you must bring 
your new creed into this land of the 
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old, let it not come like a sudden 
flood threatening tliose ■ivho dwell on 
the bank. Kee]) your failh to your 
I own self. Rake not up puldic hatred 
jand moekery against it. 


Qut'in 

Do not chide rny girl, and leach her 
the crookedness of your diplomacy. 
If my child should choose her own 
teachers and pursue her own path, I 
do not know who can hhune her. 


Queen, rny people are agitated, they 
clamour for my daughter's banish- 
ment. 

Queen 

Banishment ? Of M»ur own 
daughter ? 

Kinij 

The Brahmins, frightetied at, her 
heresy, have coiahined, ami 
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Queen 

Heresy indeed ! Are all truths con- 
fined only in their musty old books ? 
Let them fling away their worm-eaten 
creeds, and come and take their lessons 
from this child. I tell you, King, she 
is not a common girl, — she is a pure 
flame of fire. Some divine spirit has 
taken birth in her. Do not despise 
her, lest some day you strike your 
forehead, and weep, and find her no 
more. 

Malini 

Father, grant to your people their 
request. The great moment has come. 
Banish me. 

King 

Why, child ? What want do you 
feel in your father’s house ? 

Malini 

Listen to me, father. Those, who 
cry for my banishment, cry for me. 
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Mother, I have no words in which to 
tell you what I have in my mind. 
Leave me without regret, like the tree 
that sheds its flowers unheeding. Let 
me go out to all men, — ^for the world 
has claimed me from the King’s hands. 

King 

Child, I do not understand you. 

Malini 

Father, you are a King. Be strong 
and fulfil your mission. 

Queen 

Child, is there no place for you 
here, where you were born ? Is the 
burden of the world waiting for your 
little shoulders ? 

Malini 

I dream, while I am awake, that 
the wind is wild, and the water is 
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troubled ; the night is dark, and the 
boat is moored in the haven. Where 
is the captain, who shall take the 
wanderers home ? I feel I know the 
path, and the boat will thrill with life 
at my touch, and speed on. 

Queen 

Do you hear. King ? Whose words 
are these ? Do they come from this 
little girl ? Is she your daughter, and 
have I borne her ? 

King 

Yes, even as the night bears the 
dawn, — the dawn that is not of the 
night, but of all the world. 

Queen 

King, have you nothing to keep her 
bound to your house, — this image of 
light ? — My darling, your hair has 
come loose on your shoulders. Let 
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me bind it up.— Do they talk of 
banishment. King ? If this be a part 
of their creed, then let come the new 
religion, and let those Brahmins be 
taught afresh what is truth. 

King 

Queen, let us take awaty our child 
from this balcony. Do you see the 
crowd gathering in tlie street ? 

[Thcij all go out, 

(Enter a crowd of Brahmins, in the 
street, before the palace balcony. They 
shout.) 

Brahmins 

Banishment of tlic King’s daughter ! 


Kemankar 

Friends, keep your resolution firm. 
The woman, as an lau-uiy, is to he 
dreaded more than all others. For 
reason is futile against her and forces 
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are ashamed ; man’s power gladly 
surrenders itself to her powerlessness, 
and she takes her shelter in the 
strongholds of our own hearts. 

First Brahmin 

We must have audience with our 
King, to tell him that a snake has 
raised its poisonous hood from his own"" 
nest, and is aiming at the heart of 
our sacred religion. 

Supriya 

Religion ? I am stupid. I do not 
understand you. Tell me, sir, is it 
your religion that claims the banish- 
ment of an innocent girl ? 


First Brahmin 

You are a marplot, Supriya, you 
are ever a hindrance to all our enter- 
prises. 
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Second Brahmin 

We have united in defence of our 
faith, and you come like a. subtle rift 
in the wall, like a thin smile on the 
compressed lips of contempt. 


Suprlya 

You think that, by the force of 
numbers, you will determine truth, 
and drown reason by your united 
shouts ? 

First Brahmin 

This is rank insolence, Supriya. 


Supriija 

The insolence is not mim* but theirs 
who shape their script un* to lit their 
own narrow hearts. 


Second Brahmin 

Drive him out. He is none of us. 



MALINI 


65 


First Frahmin 

We have all agreed upon the banish- 
ment of the Princess. — He who thinks 
differently, let him leave this assembly. 

Supriya 

Brahmins, it was a mistake on your 
part to elect me as one of your league. 
I am neither your shadow, nor an 
echo of your texts. I never admit 
that truth sides with the shrillest 
voice, and I am ashamed to own as 
mine a creed that depends on force 
for its existence. (To Kemankar.) 
Dear friend, let me go. 

Kemankar 

No, I will not. I know you are 
firm in your action, only doubting 
when you debate. Keep silence, my 
friend ; for the time is evil. 

F 
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Supriya 

Of all things the blind certitude of 
stupidity is the hardest to bc'ar. To 
think of saving your religion by banish- 
ing a girl from her home ! But let 
me know what is her offence. Does 
she not maintain that truth and love 
are the body and soul of religion ? If 
so, is that not the essence of all 
creeds ? 

Kemankar 

Religion is one in its essence, but 
different in its forms. The water is 
one, yet by its different banks it is 
bounded and preserved for diffc'reut 
peoples. What if you have a Nvell- 
spring of your own in your heart, 
spurn not your neighbours wlio must 
go for their draught of water to their 
ancestral pond with the gi'cen of its 
gradual slopes mellowed by a.g<*.s uiul 
its ancient trees bearing eternal IVuii:. 
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Supriya 

I shall follow you, my friend, as I 
have ever done in my life, and not 
argue. 

{Enters third Brahmin.) 

Third Brahmin 

I have good news. Our words have 
prevailed, and the King’s army is 
about to take our side openly. 

Second Brahmin 

The army ? — I do not quite like it. 

First Brahmin 

Nor do I. It smells of rebellion. 

Second Brahmin 

Kemankar, I am not for such ex- 
treme measures. 
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First Brahmin 

Our faith will give us vif'tory, not 
our arms. Let us mak(; penanee, and 
recite sacred verses. liCt us call on 
the names of our guardian gods. 

Second Brahmin 

Come, Goddess, wliose wrath is the 
sole weapon of thy worship|)ers, deign 
to take form and erusli even to dust the 
blind pride of unl)elievers. Prove to 
us the strength of {)ur faith, and lead 
us to victory. 

All 

We invoke thee, .Mother, (h'seend 
from thy heavenly heights and do thy 
work among mortals. 

{Enters MALiNi.) 

Malini 

I have come. {Theii all Innc to her, 
except Kkm-ank ak and Sr mu v a, xoho 
stand aloof and wukh.) 
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Second Brahmin 

Goddess. — Thou hast come at last, 
as a daughter of man, withdrawing 
all thy terrible power into the tender 
beauty of a girl. Whence hast thou 
come. Mother ? What is thy wish ? 

Malini 

I have come down to my exile at 
your call. 

Second Brahmin 

To exile from heaven, because thy 
children of earth have called thee ? 

First Brahmin 

Forgive us. Mother. Utter ruin 
threatens this world and it cries aloud 
for thy help. 

Malini 

I will never desert you. I alway 
knew that your doors were open for 
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me. The cry went from you for my 
banishment and 1 woke up, amidst 
the wealth and i)lcasurt- of the King’s 
house. 


Kfiininkar 
The Princess. 


All 

Tlie King’s daughter. 


Malini 

I am exiled front my home, so that 
I may make your httme my own. Yet 
tell me truly, have you need of me? 
When I lived in seelusioii, a lonely 
girl, did you call to me from (he outer 
world ? Was it no dream of mine ? 

F'mt Brahitrin 

Mother, ytnt have ciutie, and taken 
your seat in the heart t»f otir hearts. 
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Malini 

I was born in a King’s house, never 
once looking out from my window. I 
had heard that it was a sorrowing 
world, — the world out of my reach. 
But I did not know where it felt its 
pain. Teach me to find this out. 

First Brahmin 

Your sweet voice brings tears to 
our eyes. 

Malini 

The moon has just come out of 
those clouds. Great peace is in the 
sky. It seems to gather all the world 
in its arms, under the fold of one 
vast moonlight. There goes the road, 
losing itself among the solemn trees 
with their still shadows. There are 
the houses, and there the temple ; the 
river bank in the distance looks dim 
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and desolate. I seem to have come 
down, like a sudden shower from a 
cloud of dreams, into this world of 
men, by the roadside. 

First Brahmin 

You are the divine soul of this 
world. 


Second Brahmin 

Why did not our tongues burst in 
pain, when they shouted for your 
banishment ? 

First Brahmin 

Come, Brahmins, let us restore our 
Mother to her home. 

{They shout. 

Victory to the Mother of the world ! 
Victory to the Mother in the heart 
of the Man’s daughter ! 

[Malini goes, surrounded by them. 
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Kemarikar 

Let the illusion vanish. Where are 
you going, Supriya, like one walking 
in his sleep ? 

Supriya 

Leave hold of me, let me go. 

Kemankar 

Control yourself. Will you, too, 
fly into the fire with the rest of the 
blinded swarm ? 

Supriya 

Was it a dream, Kemankar ? 

Kemankar 

It was nothing but a dream. Open 
your eyes, and wake up. 

Supriya 

Your hope of heaven is false, Ke- 
mankar. Vainly have I wandered in 
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the wilderness of doef rines, — I never 
found peace. The (Jod, who belongs 
to the multitude, and iho (h)d of the 
books are not iny own (loti. These 
never answered niv (pmslions and 
never consoled nu*. But, at last, I 
have found the divine bn-.n thing 
alive in the living world of ivien. 


Kemankar 

Alas, my friend, it: is a fearlul 
moment when a man’s heart deceives 
him. Then blind desire becomes his 
gospel and fancy usurps tiu' drt'ad 
throne of his gods. Is yonder moon, 
lying asleep among soft lleeey clouds, 
the true emblem of everlasting reality? 
Ihe naked day will eome to-niorrow, 
and the hungry <‘rowd Iiegin again to 
draw the .sea of (‘xisteju'e with their 
thousand nets. And then tliis moon- 
light night will hanlly )>(■ i‘einember<*d, 
but as a thin liim of unreality made of 
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sleep and shadows and delusions. The 
magic web, woven of the elusive 
charms of a woman, is like that, — ^and 
can it take the place of highest truth ? 
Can any creed, born of your fancy, 
satisfy the gaping thirst of the mid- 
day, when it is wide awake in its 
burning heat ? 


Supriya 

Alas, I know not. 

Kemankar 

Then shake yourself up from your 
dreams, and look before you. The 
ancient house is on fire, whose nurs- 
lings are the ages. The spirits of our 
forefathers are hovering over the im- 
pending ruins, like crying birds over 
their perishing nests. Is this the time 
for vacillation, when the night is dark, 
the enemies knocking at the gate, the 
citizens asleep, and men drunken with 
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delusions laying their hands upon 
their brothers’ throats ? 

Supriya 

I will stand by you. 

Kemankar 

I must go away from here. 

Supriya 

Where ? And for what ? 

Kemankar 

To foreign lands. I shall bring 
soldiers from outside. For this con- 
flagration cries for blood, to be 
quenched. 

Supriya 

But our own soldiers are ready. 

Kemankar 

Vain is all hop(; of help from them. 
They, like moths, are already leaping 
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into the fire. Do you not hear how 
they are shouting like fools ? The 
whole town has gone mad, and is 
lighting her festival lamps at the 
funeral pyre of her own sacred faith. 

Supriya 

If you must go, take me with you, 
Kemankar 

No. You remain here, to watch 
and keep me informed. But, friend, 
let your heart be not drawn away 
from me by the novelty of the false- 
hood. 

Supriya 

Falsehood is new, but our friendship 
is old. We have ever been together 
from our childhood. This is our first 
separation. 

Kemankar 

May it prove our last ! In evil 
times the strongest bonds give way. 
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Brothers strike brothers iuui I’riends 
turn against friends. I go out into 
the dark, and in the (iai'kness of night 
I shall come back to !he gah-. Shall 
I find niy rri<‘nd w at thing hip nie, 
with the lamp liglifed ? ! lake away 

that hope with me. go. 

[Enter Kino, with (he Pnixt'K, in the 
balcony.) 


K i ng 

1 fear I must detdde t«> h.attish my 
daughter. 

Princt 

Yes, Sire, tleluy will he daugenms. 
King 

Cently, my .son, gently. Never 
doubt tliat I will «h> mv dut\. Be 
.sure I will lamish her. 


{IhiINt’K gOCH. 
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{Enters Queen.) 

Tell me, King, where is she ? Have 
you hidden her, even from me ? 

King 

Whom ? 

Queen 

My Malini. 

King 

What ? Is she not in her room ? 

Queen 

No, I cannot find her. Go with 
your soldiers and search for her 
through all the town, from house to 
house. The citizens have stolen her. 
Banish them all. Empty the whole 
town, till they return her. 

King 

I will bring her back, — even if my 
Kingdom goes to ruin. 

\Tlie Brahmins and soldiers bring 
Malini, with torches lighted. 
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Queen 

My darling, niy criu'! chi id. I never 
keep my eyes off sou, iiow could 
you evade me, and go oid. ? 

Second lirahniin 

Do not be angry with her, (^ucen, 
She came to our home to give us her 
blessings. 

First Uruhmln 

Is she only yours ? And docs she 
not belong to ns us well V 

Second Srnfnnin 

Our little motlier, ilo m>l forget us. 
You are our star, to lead us across 
the pathle.s.s sea (h‘ life. 

Mtilini 

My door has been opened for you. 
Those walls will nevermore .separate 
us. 
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Brahmins 

Blessed are we, and the land where 
we were born. [They go. 


Malini 

Mother, I have brought the outer 
world into your house. I seem to 
have lost the bounds of my body. I 
am one with the life of this world. 

Queen 

Yes, child. Now you shall never 
need to go out. Bring in the world 
to you, and to your mother. — It is 
close upon the second watch of the 
night. Sit here. Calm yourself. This 
flaming life in you is burning out all 
sleep from your eyes. 

Malini 

{Embracing her mother.) Mother, I 
am tired. My body is trembling. So 

G 
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vast is this world. — Mother dear, sing 
me to sleep. Tears eome to my eyes, 
and a sadness descends upon my 
heart. 
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ACT II 

The Palace Garden 
Malini and Supriya 
Malini 

What can I say to you ? I do not 
know how to argue. I have not read 
your books. ’ 


Supriya 

I am learned only among the fools 
of learning. I have left all arguments 
and books behind me. Lead me, 
princess, and I shall follow you, as 
the shadow follows the lamp. 

Malini 

But, Brahmin, when you question 
me, I lose all my power and do not 
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know how to answer you. It is a 
wonder to me to see that even you, 
who know everything, come to me 
with your questions. 

Supriya 

Not for knowledge I come to you. 
Let me forget all that I have ever 
known. Roads there are, without 
number, but the iiglrt is missing. 

Malini 

Alas, sir, the more you ask me, the 
more I feel my poverty. Where is 
that voice in me, which came down 
from heaven, like an unseen Hash of 
lightning, into my lu'art ? Why did 
you not come that day, but keep away 
in doubt? Now that I liave met 
the world face to fac(‘ my lu'urt has 
grown timid, and I do not know how 
to hold the h(‘lm of ilu* great ship 
that I must guide, I f<*(d 1 am alone, 
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and the world is large, and ways are 
many, and the light from the sky 
comes of a sudden to vanish the next 
moment. You who are wise and 
learned, will you help me ? 

Swpriya 

I shall deem myself fortunate, if 
you ask my help, 

Malini 

There are times when despair comes 
to choke all the life-currents ; when 
suddenly, amidst crowds of men, my 
eyes turn upon myself and I am 
frightened. Will you befriend me in 
those moments of blankness, and utter 
me one word of hope that will bring 
me back to life ? 

Swpriya 

I shall keep myself ready. I shall 
make my heart simple and pure, and 
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my mind pcacfftjil, to l>e :d)le truly 

to serve you. 

{Enters Atti-'-ndant.) 


Allendant 

The citizens ha\c euiiie, askin«» to 
see you. 

Mai ini 

Not to-day. Ask their pardon for 
me. I must iiave time to till my 
exhausted mind, and ha\ f rest to {ret 
rid of weariness. { AT’i'KM>.\.\'r siurs.) 
Tell me ajjain ahotii Kemankar, your 
friend. I long to know what your 
life has been and its trials. 


Sitpritni 

Kemankar is my friend, my brother, 
my mastiT. His mind has be<'n linn 
and .stroiijr, from early days, while iiiy 
thouglits are always tliekering willi 
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doubts. Yet he has ever kept me 
close to his heart, as the moon does 
its dark spots. But, however strong 
a ship may be, if it harbours a small 
hole in its bottom, it must sink. — 
That I would make you sink, Keman- 
kar, was in the law of nature. 

Malini 

You made him sink ? 

Supriya 

Yes, I did. The day when the 
rebellion slunk away in shame before 
the light in your face and the music 
in the air that touched you, Kemankar 
alone was unmoved. He left me be- 
hind him, and said that he must go 
to the foreign land to bring soldiers, 
and uproot the new creed from the 
sacred soil of Kashi. — ^You know what 
followed. You made me live again 
in a new land of birth. “ Love for 
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all life ” was a nicrc word, waiting 
from the old {imt' to hc' made i-eal,— 
and I saw that tnitli in you in ilcsh. 
My heart cried I'or my frit'iid, hut lie 
w^as away, out of my reach ; (hcu 
came his letter, in wiiieh he wrote 
that he was coming with a 1‘oreign 
army at his iiaek, to wash away the 
new faith in hlootl, and to jmnisfi you 
with death.— 1 could wait no longer. 
I showed the letter l<» t he King. 


Malini 

Why did you Idrgci yourself, Su- 
priya ? Why did fear overcome you ? 
Have I nof room en<»ugh in mv house 
for him and his soldiers ? 

{Enfern Klni;.) 


Khiii 

Come to my mans. Supriya ; I went 
at a fit lime to surprise Kmuatikar 
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and to capture him. An hour later, 
and a thunderbolt would have burst 
upon my house in my sleep. You 
are my friend, Supriya, come 

Supriya 

God forgive me. 


King 

Do you not know that a King’s love 
is not unsubstantial ? I give you 
leave to ask for any reward that comes 
to your mind. Tell me, what do you 
want ? 

Supriya 

Nothing, Sire, nothing. I shall live, 
begging from door to door. 

King 

Only ask me, and you shall have 
provinces worthy to tempt a king. 

Supriya 

They do not tempt me. 
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I UTKlcrsiand ytm. ! know towards 
what moon >'ou raise your hands. 
Mad youth. 1 h' hravi' to ask even 
that whicfi seems so im jiossihle. Wiiv 
are you silent V Do \’ou renienihor 
the day when you prayed for my 
Maiini’s banishment ? Will you re- 
peat that |)rayer to me, to lead iny 
da.ughter to exile from her father’s 
house? — My dauohter, do you know 
tliat you owe your life to this noble 
youth? And is it hard for you to 
pay off iluit detit with your — ? 

Sii pritfd 

For pity’s sake. Sin-, m> mori' of 
this. Worslu[ipers tliepe are maiiv 
wlio liy liieloiie dexoliiiu ha\'i‘ trained 
the highest fullilnimt of their desire. 
Could I be counted one <if them I 
should hi- hnijpy. Hut to aeeept it 
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from the King’s hands as the reward 
of treachery ? Lady mine, you have 
the plenitude and peace of your great- 
ness ; you know not the secret crav- 
ings of a poverty-stricken soul. I 
dare not ask from you an atom more 
than that pity of love which you have 
for every creature in the world. 

Malini 

Father, what is your punishment 
for the captive ? 


King 

He shall die. 


Malini 

On my knees I beg from you his 
pardon. 

King 

But he is a rebel, my child. 
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Suprii/a 

Do you judge him, King? jjg 
also judged you, wlu i) he emne to 
punish you, not to rol) yom- kingdom. 


Malini 

Sparc him his Hit', fatlier. 'TIk^iq 
only will you have' (lie right (o bestow 
on him your friendship, who has saved 
you from a great {lerii. 


Kipti 

What do you say, Su[>ri\-a ? Shall 
I restore a friend to Ids friend’s arms? 

iS upr/\i/(i 

That will he king-like in ils gra.ee. 
King 

It will come in i(s (ime, and you 
will find back ytmr friend, fhit a 
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Bang’s generosity must not stop there. 
I must give you something which 
exceeds your hope, — ^yet not as a 
mere reward. You have won my 
heart, and my heart is ready to offer 
you its best treasure. — My child, where 
was this shyness in you before now ? 
Your dawn had no tint of rose, — ^its 
light was white and dazzling. But 
to-day a tearful mist of tenderness 
sweetly tempers it for mortal eyes. 
(To SuPKiYA.) Leave my feet, rise 
up and come to my heart. Happiness 
is pressing it like pain. Leave me 
now for a while. I want to be alone 
with my Malini. (Supeiya goes.) I 
feel I have found back my child once 
again, — not the bright star of the sky, 
but the sweet flower that blossoms on 
earthly soil. She is my daughter, the 
darling of my heart. 


{Enters Attendant.) 
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Attendant 

The captive, Kenuuikar, is at the 
door. 

Kmg 

Bring him in. Here comes lie, with 
his eyes lixod, iiis j)r()U(i licad held 
hi"h, a brooding shadow on liis lore- 
head, like a thvinder-eloud motionless 
in a suspended storm. 

Malini 

The iron chain is slinnual of itself 
upon thosi: liml)s. Tlu^ insult to 
greatness is its own insult. Ho looks 
like a god defying his <'nj)iivity. 

{Enters Kema%’k,\i{ in ehains.) 

King 

What punisluuent <io you expect 
from my hands ? 


Death. 


Kemankar 
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King 

But if I pardon you ? 

KemanJcar 

Then I shall have time again to 
complete the work I began. 

King 

You seem out of love with your life. 
Tell me your last wish, if you have 
any. 

Kemankar 

I want to see my friend, Supriya, 
before I die. 

King 

{To the attendant.) Ask Supriya to 
come. 

Malini 

There is a power in that face that 
frightens me. Father, do not let 
Supriya come. 
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King 

Youi' fear is baseless, child. 

(SupiiiYA enters, and zoalks iotmrds 
Kemankae, with arms extended.) 


Kemankar 

No, no, not yet. I'irst let ns have 
our say, and then the greeting o!‘ love. 
— Come closer to me. Yon know I 
am poor in words, — and my time is 
short. My trial is over, but not 
yours. Tell me, why have you done 
this ? 

Stvpriya, 

Friend, you will not understand me. 
I had to keep my faith, even at the 
cost of my love. 

Kemankar 

I understand yt>n, Supriya. I 
have seen that girl’s fact', glowing 
with an inner light, looking like a 
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voice becoming visible. You offered, 
to the fire of those eyes, the faith in 
your fathers’ creed, the faith in your 
country’s good, and built up a new 
one on the foundation of a treason. 

Supriya 

Friend, you are right. My faith 
has come to me perfected in the form 
of that woman. Your sacred books 
were dumb to me. I have read, by 
the help of the light of those eyes, 
the ancient book of creation, and I 
have known that true faith is there, 
where there is man, where there is 
love. It comes from the mother in 
her devotion, and it goes back to her 
from her child. It descends in the 
gift of a giver and it appears in the 
heart of him who takes it. I ac- 
cepted the bond of this faith which 
reveals the infinite in man, when I 
set my eyes upon that face full of 

H 
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light and love and peace of hidden 
wisdom. 


Kemankar 


I also once set iny eyes on that face, 
and for a moment dreamt tliat religion 
had come at last, in tlu* ft)rm of a 
woman, to lead man’s heart to heaven. 
For a moment, music l)roke out from 
the very ribs of my brt'ast and all my 
life’s hope's blossomed in their 1‘ulness. 
Yet did not I break through these 
mcvshes ot illusion to wander in foreign 
lands ? Did not I suffer luiiniliation 
from unworthy bamls in patience, 
and bear tlie jjain of separation from 
you, who have l)een my friend from 
my infancy ? And what have you 
been doing meanwhile V You sat in 
the shade of the King’s garden, and 
spent your sweet leisure in idly weav- 
ing a lie to etuulone your infatuation 
and calling it a religion. 
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Supriya 

My friend, is not this world wide 
enough to hold men whose natures are 
widely different ? Those countless 
stars of the sky, do they fight for the 
mastery of the One ? Cannot faiths 
hold their separate lights in peace for 
the separate worlds of minds that 
need them ? 


Kemankar 

Words, mere words. To let false- 
hood and truth live side by side in 
amity, the infinite world is not wide 
enough. That the corn ripening for 
the food of man should make room 
for thorny weeds, love is not so hate- 
fully all-loving. That one should be 
allowed to sap the sure ground of 
friendship with betrayal of trust, could 
tolerance be so traitorously wide as 
that ? That one should die like a 
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thief to defend liis faith and the other 
live in honour ;ind 'wealth who be- 
trayed it — no, no, the world is not so 
stony-hard as to liear without pain 
such liidcous coniratlietions in its 
bosom. 

Supritja 

{To Malini.) All tliesc hurts and 
insults I ac'C(‘pt in your name, my 
lady. Kemankar, you are paying your 
life for your faith, — 1 am paying more. 
It is your love, dearer than my life. 

Kciiuinkar 

No more of this prating. All truths 
must be tested in death’s court. My 
friend, do you remember our student 
days when we use<l to wrangle the 
whole night through, to eome at last 
to our teaelier, in tlie morning, to 
know in a moment wiiieh of us was 
rierht. Let that morning break now. 
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Let us go there to that land of the 
final, and stand before death with 
all our questions, where the changing 
mist of doubts will vanish at a breath, 
and the mountain peaks of eternal 
truth w'ill appear, and we two fools 
will look at each other and laugh. — 
Dear friend, bring before death that 
which you deem your best and im- 
mortal. 


Supriya 

Friend, let it be as you wish. 


Kemankar 

Then come to my heart. You had 
wandered tar from your comrade, in 
the infinite distance, — now, dear friend, 
come eternally close to me, and accept 
from one, who loves you, the gift of 
death. {Strikes Supriya with his 
chains, and Svp'biya falls.) 
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Kcmankar 

{Embracing the dead body of 
SuPRiYA.) Now call your executioner. 

King 

{Rising up.) V¥lierc is my sword ? 
Maiini 

Father, forgive Kemankar I 
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I DEDICATE Tins PT.AY 
TO TOOSK HEROES WHO 
BRAVELY STOOD FOIi Pi: ACE 
WHEN HUMAN SACRIFICE 
WAS CLAIMED FOR THE 
GODDESS OF WAR 
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A tempU in Tipper a 
{Enters Gunavati, the Queen.) 

Gunavati 

Have I offended thee, dread Mother? 
Thou grantest children to the beggar 
woman, who sells them to live, and 
to the adulteress, who kills them to 
save herself from infamy, and here 
am I, the Queen, with all the world 
lying at my feet, hankering in vain 
for the baby-touch at my bosom, to 
feel the stir of a dearer life within my 
life. What sin have I committed. 
Mother, to merit this, — ^to be banished 
from the mothers’ heaven ? 

106 
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{Enters RACiiurATf, the priest.) 

0 Miistcr, have 1 evta- !)i‘en remiss 
in my worship ? And my husband, 
is he not' <^(>(llike in liis puril:>' ? Then 
whv has the (IcHldess, who weaves the 
web of this world-illusiou, assiirned 
my place in Mie !»urreu waste of 
childlessness ? 


Raiihiipafi 

Our Mother is ail eai)!m-<‘, she knows 
no law, our sorrows aiul joys are mere 
freaks of her mind. Have patience, 
daughter, to-day we shall offt'r spiaaal 
sacriliec in your name to please her. 


(iuturenti 

Accept rny grateful obeisance, 
father. My offerings are already on 
their way to tin* temple, the r<'d 
bunches of liibiseus ami beasts of 
sacrifice. I 'Ehei/ go out. 
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Enter Govinda, the King ; Jaising, 
the servant oj temple ; and KvAKi^A, 
the beggar girl. 

Jaising 

What is your wish, Sire ? 

Govinda 

Is it true that this poor girl’s pet 
goat has been brought by force to 
the temple to be killed ? Will Mother 
accept such a gift with grace ? 

Jaising 

King, how are we to know from 
whence the servants collect our daily 
offerings of worship ? But, my child, 
why is this weeping ? Is it worthy of 
you to shed tears for that which 
Mother herself has taken ? 

Aparna 

Mother ! I am his mother. If I 
return late to my hut, he refuses his 
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grass, and bleats, with his eyes or 
the road. I take him up in my arms, 
when I come, and share my food wit! 
him. He knows no other mother bul 
me. 

Jaising 

Sire, could I make the goat live 
again, by giving up a portion of mj 
life, gladly would I do it. But hov« 
can I restore tliat wliich Mothei 
herself has taken ? 

Aparna 

Mother has taken ? It is a lie. 
Not mother, but demon. 

Jaising 

0, the blasphemy ! 

Aparna 

Mother, art thou there to rob a 
poor girl of her love ? Then where 
is the throne, before %vhic;h to condemn 
thee ? Tell me, King. 
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Govinda 

I am silent, my child, I have no 
answer. 


Aparna 

This blood-streak running down the 
steps, is it his ? O my darling, when 
you trembled and cried for dear life, 
why did your call not reach my heart 
through the whole deaf world ? 


Jaising 

{To the image) I have served thee 
from my infancy. Mother Kali, yet 
I understand thee not. Does pity 
only belong to weak mortals, and not 
to gods ? Come with me, my child, 
let me do for you what I can. Help 
must come from man, when it is 
denied from gods, 

[Jaising and Aparna go out. 
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{Enter Raghupati ; Naksiiatua, tvho 
is the King'ii brother; and the 
courtiers.) 

All 

Victory be to tiie King ! 

(lOviiKla 

Know you all, that I forbid shedding 
of blood in the tc-niple frotn to-day 
for ever. 

Minister 

You forbid saeriliee to tlu* Coddess ? 

(kncreil Nai/nn Hal 
Forbid saerifiee ? 

Nakshafra 

How terrible 1 Forbid .siierili<’e ? 

li<igkup(iti 
Is it a dreiHii ? 
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Govinda 

No dream, father. It is awakening. 
Mother came to me, in a girl’s disguise, 
and told me that blood she cannot 
suffer. 

Raghupati 

She has been drinking blood for 
ages. Whence comes this loathing all 
of a sudden ? 


Govinda 

No, she never drank blood, she kept 
her face averted. 

Raghupati 

I warn you, think and consider. 
You have no power to alter laws laid 
down in scriptures. 

Govinda 

God’s words are above all laws. 
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Rai’hupaii 

Do not add pricic to your folly. 
Do you have the c-ffronlcrv to say 
that you alone have heard Cod’s 
words, and not I ? 

Nuk.shnlra 

It is strange, tliat the King should 
have heard from g<tds and not the 
priest. 

(tox'ifirla 

God’s word.s ar<‘ ever ringing in the 
world, and he who is wilfully deaf 
cannot hear them. 

Ra^htipafi 

Atheist I Apostate! 

(tovhida 

Father, go to your morning service, 
and declare to all worshi|iper.s that 
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from hence they will be punished with 
banishment, who shed creatures’ blood 
in their worship of the Mother of all 
creatures. 

Raghupati 

Is this your last word ? 

Govinda 

Yes. 

Raghupati 

Then curse upon you ! Do you, in 
your enormous pride, imagine that the 
Goddess, dwelling in your land, is 
your subject? Do you presume to 
bind her with your laws and rob her 
of her dues ? You shall never do it. 
I declare it, — I who am her servant. 

[Goes. 

Nayan Rai 

Pardon me. Sire, but have you the 
right ? 

Minister 

King, is it too late to revoke your 
order ? 


I 
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Cmmuid 

We d;ire not delay to uproot sin 
from our rcalim 

MinisU'r 

Sin can never l»a\'e such a long 
lease of life. Could they he sinful, -~ 
the rites that have j:frouti old at the 
feet of the (Joddess ? 

('/7a’ Kiu;j, ifi siknt. 

Xdkshiitra 

Indeeci they could md he. 

Mliiisfrr 

Our ancestors hav<‘ performed these 
rites with reverence : can you have 
the heart to insult them ? 

j/iVn' Kifti> re nm hi. S' silent 

Ntitfdfi iidi 

That wiiicii fm.N the snjH'timi of ages, 
have you the rigdit to remove it ? 
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Govinda 

No more doubts and disputes. Go 
and spread my order in all my lands. 

Minister 

But, Sire, the Queen has offered her 
sacrifice for this morning’s worship ; 
it is come near the temple gate. 

Govinda 

Send it back. [Ee goes.] 

Minister 
What is this ? 

Nakshatra 

Are we, then, to come down to the 
level of Buddhists, and treat animals 
as if they have their right to live ? 
Preposterous ! 


[They all go out. 
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{Enters Raghupati, — Jaisino follow- 
ing him with a jar of water to wash 
his feet.) 

Jaising 

Father, 

Raghupati 
Go ! 

Jaising 
Here is some water. 

Raghupati 
No need of it ! 


Jaising 
Your clothes. 


Raghupati 
Take them away I 


Jaising 

Have I done anything to tdfend 
you ? 
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Raghupati 

Leave me alone. The shadows of 
evil have thickened. The King’s 
throne is raising its insolent head above 
the temple altar. Ye gods of these 
degenerate days, are ye ready to obey 
the King’s laws with bowed heads, 
fawning upon him like his courtiers ? 
Have only men and demons combined 
to usurp gods’ dominions in this 
world, and is heaven powerless to 
defend its honour ? But there re- 
main the Brahmins, though the gods 
be absent ; and the King’s throne will 
supply fuel to the sacrificial fire of 
their anger. My child, my mind is 
distracted. 

Jaising 

Whatever has happened, father ? 

Raghupati 

I cannot find words to say. Ask the 
Mother Goddess who has been defied. 
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Defied ? l^y whom ? 

Uin’hupaU 

By Kiiijjf (J ovituia. 

Jaisinp 

King (Jovinda dclH'd MuUirr Kali? 

Haghiiptiti 

Deiied you ami ma, all scriptures, 
all countries, all time, defied .Mahiikali, 
the Go<!dess of the endless sfrt'am of 
time,— sifting upon that puny little 
throne of his. 


Jahin^ 

King (Jovinda V 

Relish upaii 

Yes, yes, your King (Jovinda, the 
darling of your heart. Ungrateful I 
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I have given all my love to bring you 
up, and yet King Govinda is dearer 
to you than I am. 

Jaising 

The child raises its arms to the full 
moon, sitting upon his father’s lap. 
You are my father, and my full moon 
is King Govinda. Then is it true, 
what I hear from people, that our 
King forbids all sacrifice in the 
temple ? But in this we cannot 
obey him. 

Raghupati 

Banishment is for him who does 
not obey. 

Jaising 

It is no calamity to be banished 
from a land where Mother’s worship 
remains incomplete- No, so long as 
I five, the service of the temple shall 
be fully performed. 

\They go out. 
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{Enier Gunavati and her attendant.) 

Gunavaii 

What is it you say V * The (,Jueen’s 
sacrifice fumed away from tlu' fctiiple 
gate ? Is thert' a man in Miis land 
who carries more than one fuaid on 
his shouhlers, tliat he eouhl <iar<> tiiink 
of it ? Wlio is that (fooined eri'uture ? 

Attendant 

I am afraid to name Inin. 

Gunavati 

Afraiti to name him, when I ask 
you ? Whom do you fear more than 
me ? 

Attendant 

Pardon me. 

Gunavati 

Only last evening court minstrels 
came to .sing my praise, Brahmins 



SACRIFICE 


121 


blessed me, the servants silently took 
their orders from my mouth. What 
can have happened, in the meantime, 
that things have become completely 
upset, — the Goddess refused her wor- 
ship, and the Queen her authority. 
Was Tripura a dreamland ? Give my 
salutation to the priest, and ask him 
to come. 

[Attendant goes out. 

{Enters Govinda.) 

Gunavati 

Have you heard. King ? My offer- 
ings have been sent back from Mother’s 
temple. 

Govinda 

I know it. 

Gunavati 

You know it, and yet bear the 
insult ? 
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Govinda 

I beg to ask your pardon for tiie 
culprit. 

Gutuwaii 

I know. King, your heart is rncrciful, 
but this is no mercy. If. is h'ebleness. 
If your kindness hanip{'rs you, leave 
the punishment in my hand. Only, 
tell me, who is he ? 

Gavindu 

It is I, my Queen. .My crime was 
in nothing el.sc Imt having given you 
pain. 

(hinavali 

1 do not understami you. 

GovituUi 

From tti-day .shedding of Idood in 
gods’ tcmpk‘.s is forinthlen in my land. 

Gumvati 

Who forbids it If 
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Govinda 

Mother herself. 

Gunavati 

Who heard it ? 

Govinda 

I. 

Gunavati 

You ! That makes me laugh. The 
Queen of all the world comes to the 
gate of Tripura’s King with her peti- 
tion. 

Govinda 

Not with her petition, but with her 
sorrow. 

Gunavati 

Your dominion is outside the temple 
limit. Do not send your commands 
there, where they are impertinent. 
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Govinda 

The coinmaiul is not mine, it is 
Mother’s, 

Gunavati 

If you have no doubt in your 
decision, do not cross rny faitfn Let 
me peribrm my worshij) according to 
my ligiit. 

Govinda 

I promised my CJotitiess to prevent 
sacrifice of life in lua- temple, and I 
must carry it out, 

Gunavati 

I also promised my (loddess the 
blood of three hundnal kids and one 
hundred buffaloes, and 1 will curry 
it out. You may leave nu; now. 

Govinda 


As you wish. 


[//e goes out. 
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{Enters Raghupati.) 

Gunavati 

My offerings have been turned back 
from the temple, father. 

Baghupati 

The worship offered by the most 
ragged of all beggars is not less 
precious than yours, Queen. But the 
misfortune is that Mother has been 
deprived. The misfortune is that the 
King’s pride is growing into a bloated 
monster, obstructing divine grace, fix- 
ing its angry red eyes upon all wor- 
shippers. 

Gunavati 

What will come of all this, father ? 

Baghupati 

That is only known to her, who 
fashions this world with her dreams. 
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But this is certain, tiiat tlu’ t;hrcne 
which casts its sl^ad()^v u|)on Mother’s 
shrine, will Imrst like a l)ul)h](‘, van- 
ishin^T in tlie void. 

(hinavaii 

Have mercy and save us, father, 
Hai’hupati 

Ha, iia ! 1 am to sa\'c you, — you, 

the consort of a Kin^^ who })oasts of 
his kingdom in tlic earth and in 
heaven as %vel!, ht'fon* wliom the gods 
and the Brahmins must,- Oh, shame! 
Oh, the evil agt*, when the Brahmin’s 
futile curse recoils upon himself, to 
sting him into nmdness. 

io tmr his saerijicial tlurad.] 


<li(navati 

{PmvnHng hiin.\ mercy 

upon nje. 
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Raghupati 

Then give back to Brahmins what 
are theirs by right. 

Gunavati 

Yes, I will. Go, master, to your 
worship and nothing will hinder you. 

Raghupati 

Indeed your favour overwhelms me. 
At the merest glance of your eyes 
gods are saved from ignominy and 
the Brahmin is restored to his sacred 
offices. Thrive and grow fat and 
sleek till the dire day of judgment 
comes. [Goes out. 

{Re-enters King Govinda.) 

Govinda 

My Queen, the shadow of your 
angry brows hides all light from my 
heart. 
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(hmavati 

Co! Do not hrintr -i rurs(' upon 
this house. 

din'iiida 

Woman’s smile rermives all curse 
from the house, her love is Cod’s 
grace. 

(•unavdti 

Go, and never siiow your face to me 
again. 

(invindn 

I shall come hack. in\' (^uet'n, when 
you remember me. 

itunavati 

[Clinghvd Ui the Kind's /Vv/.j J’ar- 
don me, King. Have y.m heemne 
so hard that you forget to respect 
woman’.s pride ? Do y,,u not know, 
helovwl. that thwartetl h.ve talos the 
disguise of anger ? 
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Govinda 

I would die, if I lost my trust in 
you. I know, my love, that clouds 
are for moments only, and the sun is 
for all days. 

Gunavati 

Yes, the clouds will pass by, God’s 
thunder will return to his armoury, 
and the sun of all days will shine upon 
the traditions of all time. Yes, my 
King, order it so, that Brahmins be 
restored to their rights, the Goddess 
to her offerings, and the King’s author- 
ity to its earthly limits. 

Govinda 

It is not the Brahmin’s right to 
violate the eternal good. The crea- 
ture’s blood is not the offering for 
gods. And it is within the rights of 
the IQng and the peasant alike to 
maintain truth and righteousness. 

K 
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(lundvall 

I pro.sirait' Diyscll' on the 
before you : I Ih’K at > uui- b i'l. The 
custom, that comes tliruu,!>!i all aj^es, 
is not the Kiii}^ s own. Like heaven's 
air, it belonf,es io all men. '^’et yoyr 
Queen hv^s it of you, with clasped 
hands, in tin- name of vnmr people. 
Can you still remain silent , proud man, 
refusing entreaties of love in favour 
of duty wiiieh is doubt ful Y 'Pheii go, 
gti, go from me. j Thru go. 

(Eiitri- llAuiiruATi. .Iaisinc!, nml 

Navan Ha I.) 

General, your <le\ofion to Mother 
is well known. 

Nfitftni h%ii 

It runs througli generations of my 
ancestors. 
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Baghupati 

Let this sacred love give you in- 
domitable courage. Let it make your 
sword-blade mighty as God’s thunder, 
and win its place above all powers and 
positions of this world. 

Nayan Rai 

The Brahmin’s blessings will never 
be in vain. 

Baghupati 

Then I bid you collect your soldiers 
and strike Mother’s enemy down to 
the dust, 

Nayan Bai 

Tell me, father, who is the enemy ? 

Baghupati 

Govinda. 


Our King ? 


Nayan Rai 
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Raghiipat/i 

Yes, attack him with all your force. 

Nayan Rdi 

It is evil advice. Fulher, is this to 
try me ? 

Raghtipafi 

Yes, it is to try you. to know for 
certain whose servant you arc'. Give 
up all hesitation. Know tliat the 
Goddess calls, and all earthly bonds 
must be sc veered. 


Nityan Rai 

I liavc no hesitation in my rnind. 
I stand firtn in inv post, where my 
Goddess lia.s placc'd me, 

RtighupaU 
You arc brave. 
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Nayan Bai 

Am I the basest of Mother’s ser- 
vants, that the order should come 
for me to turn traitor ? She herself 
stands upon the faith of man’s heart. 
Can she ask me to break it ? Then 
to-day comes to dust the King, and 
to-morrow the Goddess herself. 

J aising 

Noble words. 

Raghupati 

The King, who has turned traitor 
to Mother, has lost all claims to your 
allegiance. 

Nayan Bai 

Drive me not, father, into a wilder- 
ness of debates. I know only one 
path, — the straight path of faith and 
truth. This stupid servant of Mother 
shall never swerve from that highway 
of honour. [Goes ovt. 
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Jaising 

Let us be sironff in our iaith as he 
is, Master. Why ask the ;u<i of sol- 
diers ? We liMve tlie streiiydli within 
ourselves for the task <fiven to us 
from above. Open the temple ^ate 
wide, father. Sound t he drum. Conic, 
come, 0 citizens, to worsliip her, who 
takes all fear aw.ay from our hearts. 
Come, Mother’s ehildrea. 

come. 


First Cifizrii 

Come, come, we are called. 


.■ill 

Victory to Mother ! 

I'lVnv/ sing (iml dance. 
The dread ^^oliH■r danees uaki-d in the 
battlefield. 

Her lolling tongue hiirnH like a red 
Jlume- of fire. 
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Her dark tresses fiy in the sky, sweeping 
away the sun and stars. 

Bed streams of blood run from her 
cloud-black limbs. 

And the world trembles and cracks 
under her tread. 


Jaising 

Do you see the beasts of sacrifice 
coming towards the temple, driven 
by the Queen’s attendants ? 

{They cry.) 

Victory to Mother ! Victory to our 
Queen ! 

Baghupati 

Jaising, make haste and get ready 
for the worship. 


Jaising 

Everything is ready, father. 
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Raghujiati 

Send a man to call Prince Nak- 
shatra in my name. 

[Jaising goes. ( 'ilJzeus si ng and dance. 


(hwinda 


SileiK'c, llafrhupati ! Do you dare 
to disregard my or(ier ? 

Raghupati 

Yes, 1 lio. 


(hn'indn 

Then you arc' not Idr my land. 
Raghupati 

No, my land is {here, where the 
King’s crown kisses I he dust. No! 
Citizens ! Let Mother's (jfferings l)e 
l>rouglit in here. 


j Tht'fj heat drums. 
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Govinda 

Silence ! {To his attendants.) Ask 
my General to come. Ragtiupati, you 
drive me to call soldiers to defend 
God’s right. I feel the shame of it ; 
for the force of arms only reveals 
man’s weakness. 

Raghupati 

Sceptic, are you so certain in your 
mind that Brahmins have lost the 
ancient fire of their sacred wrath ? 
No, its flame will burst out from my 
heart to burn your throne into ashes. 
If it does not, then I shall throw into 
the fire the scriptures, and my Brah- 
min pride, and all the arrant lies that 
fill our temple shrines in the guise of 
the divine. 

{Enter General Nayan Rai and 
Chandpal, who is the second in 
command of the army.) 
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(hivhidd 

Stand here with your soldiers to 
prevent sacriiiee of iiie in tlu> tt*mple. 

h' a I/a It 

Pardon me, Sire. 'I’he Kinjr’.s ser- 
vant is powerk'SK in fhe tempk' of 
God. 

(t (mi II da 

General, it is not lor you f ixiuestion 
my order. You are to (‘ai-ry out: niy 
words, i lieir uuu'ils and <i(‘nierits 
belong only to me. 

Mm/an 

1 am your servant, my King, hut I 
am a man above all, I hav<' reason 
and my religion. I hnv<* my King,- 
and also my (Hod. 

(hvimia 

Then surrender y<»ur .sword to 
Chandpal. He will prot«*et Mu* temple 
from pollution of bloo<L 
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Nayan Rai 

Why to Chandpal ? This sword 
was given to my forefathers by your 
royal ancestors. If you want it back, 
I will give it up to you. Be witness, 
my fathers, who are in the heroes’ 
paradise, — the sword, that you made 
sacred with your loyal faith and 
bravery, I surrender to my King. 

[Goes out. 

Baghupati 

The Brahmin’s curse has begun its 
work already. 

{Enters Jaising.) 

Jaising 

The beasts have been made ready 
for the sacrifice. 


Sacrifice ? 


Govinda 
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Jaisinii 

list (‘I j to ui\' (‘uvnc.sl Gxi- 
tre;i,ties. Do not sl.-uHi in (h,. 
hiding the (hxJtJcs.s, tnnn ns \ «)u njx>" ' 

h'a^/iiipnl/ 

Sliame, Jaisifig. Disc u{) niid ask 
my t)ar(lo!i. [ am yonr .■\Ia.ster. Your 
place is at my tVet, m.t the King’s. 
Fool ! Do yon a.sk King's sanction' 
to do God’s se^^ ice ? Leave aloiu- 
th(5 worshij) atid the saeriiiee. Let us 
wait and see how his pride prcwails 
in the end. (’time ,away. 

( A'e out. 

{Ihiirr.s An.vHXA,) 

.tptmin 

Where is Jaisiiig V Ih is not here, 
hut only you, the iuutge whom no- 
thing can nmve. You roh us of all 
our be.st without uttering a word. 
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We pine for love, and die beggars 
for want of it. Yet it comes to you 
unasked, though you need it not. 
Like a grave, you hoard it under your 
miserly stone, keeping it from the 
use of the yearning world. Jaising, 
what happiness do you find from her ? 
What can she speak to you ? O my 
heart, my famished heart ! 

{Enters Raghupati.) 

Raghupati 

Who are you ? 

Aparna 

I am a beggar girl. Where is 
Jaising ? 

Raghupati 

Leave this place at once. I know 
you are haunting this temple, to steal 
Jaising’s heart from the Goddess. 
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Apurna 

Has tiic Ci()<l(lc‘ss aiiyiliiiin’ to fear 
Irora me ? 1 !'ear her. 

t‘V/a- out. 


{Enter Jaisiso and Friac'k 
Nakshatha.) 


Nakshatra 

Why liave you called me ? 


Rag/rupati 

Last night the (loddcss l(»ld me in 
a dream, that, vmi shall heeome kiti" 
within a week. 

Nakshatra 

Ha, ha, this is Jiews indecii 
Raghnptili 

Yes, yon shall be king. 
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Nakshatra 

I cannot believe it. 

Raghwpati 

You doubt my words ? 

Nakshatra 

I do not want to doubt them. But 
suppose, by chance, it never comes 
to pass. 

Raghupati 

No, it shall be true. 

Nakshatra 

But, tell me, how can it ever become 
true ? 

Raghupati 

The Goddess thirsts for King’s 
blood. 

Nakshatra 

King’s blood ? 



141 . 


SAl'lUFK!!'] 


You must oi'iVr it to her irelbre you 
call be kiniT. 

i\uik,shatra 

1 know not wfiere t<» f^et it. 

Rd^hupittl 

There is Kintf (ioviiuia.- — .laLsiiig, 
keep still. -Do you uiKh rstand Y Kill 
him in secret. Hrinit bis liiotHi, while 
warm, to the altar. .laisinj^, leave 
this place if you eanmh remain still,— 

Niikdhdtrti 

Hut be is ms broihor, and I love 
him. 

Hiii^huput/' 

Your snerifler will lie ail the more 
prcidous. 

Xtikshtifnr 

Hut. latht'r, I am eofdriit to remain 
U.H I uin. I tlo not Want ll»' kiiiffdoni. 
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Raghupati 

There is no escape for you, because 
the Goddess commands it. She is 
thirsting for blood from the King’s 
house. If your brother is to live, 
then you must die. 

Nahshatra 

Have pity on me, father. 

Raghupati 

You shall never be free in life, or 
in death, until her bidding is done. 

Nakshatra 

Advise me, then, how to do it. 

Raghupati 

Wait in silence. I will tell you 
what to do when the time comes. 
And now, go. 


[Nakshatka goes. 
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Jaisirip 

o 

What is it that I heard ? Ah-rciful 
Mother, is it your bidding ? 
brother to kill brotlier ? Afast< ‘i% Iiuw 
could you say that it was Alol iar’s 
own wish ? 

Uaghupati 

There was no other means l>iit tins 
to serve ray Codtlc'ss. 

Jaimmg 

Means? Why means? IVIothtr, 
have you not your own sword to widd 
with your own hand ? Must your 
wish burrow underground, like n thit f, 
to steal in secret ? Oh, the sin ! 

upaii 

What do you know about sin ? 

Jaifting 

Wiiat I have learid, from 
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Baghupati ■ 

Then come and leam your lesson 
once again from me. Sin has no 
meaning in reality. To kill is but to 
kill, — it is neither sin nor anything 
else. Do you not know that the dust 
of this earth is made of countless 
killings ? , Old Time is ever writing 
the chronicle of the transient life of 
creatures in letters of blood. Killing 
is in the wilderness, in the habitations 
of man, in birds’ nests, in insects’ 
holes, in the sea, in the sky ; there is 
killing for life, for sport, for nothing 
whatever. The world is ceaselessly 
killing ; and the great Goddess Kali, 
the spirit of ever-changing time, is 
standing with her thirsty tongue hang- 
ing down from her mouth, with her 
cup in hand, into which is running the 
red life-blood of the world, like juice 
from the crushed cluster of grapes. 
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Jaising 

Stop, Master. Is, tlu-n, love a false- 
hood and mercy a mot-kvry, and the 
one thing true, from beginning of 
time, the lust for destnud ion? Would 
it not have destroyed it self long ago? 
You are playing with iu>- heart, my 
master. Cook there, slie is gazing at 
me with her sweet mtx’king smile. 
My bloodthirsty Mother, wilt thou 
accept my blood ? Siinii I plunge 
this knife into my Ijrcasf, and make 
an end to my lih*, as thy ehild, for 
evermore? The lifV-hkxxi, flowing in 
these veins, is it so delicdou.s to thee? 
0 my Mother, my bloodtlnrsty 
Mother. — Master, <Iid ytjn <*all me ? I 
know you wanted my heart to break 
its bounds in pain ov<‘rf lowing niy 
Mother’s feet. This is thv fru<i sacri- 
fice. But King’s blood ! The Mother, 
who i.s tliirsting for our hwc, you 
accuse of hl<>odthir.stinc‘SK ! 
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Raghupati 

Then let the sacrifice be stopped in 
the temple. 

J aising 

Yes, let it be stopped. — No, no, 
Master, you know what is right and 
what is wrong. The heart’s laws are 
not the laws of scripture. Eyes can-i 
not see with their own light, — the 
light must come from the outside.. 
Pardon me, Master, pardon my ignor- 
ance. Tell me, father, is it true that 
the Goddess seeks King’s blood ? 

Raghupati 

Alas, child, have you lost your faith 
in me ? 

J aising 

My world stands upon my faith in 
you. If the Goddess must have King’s 
blood, let me bring it to her. I will 
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h’ai^kiipdfi 

But my buy, I haw ronmi you 
from your chiltlho.Ml, ,„hI you h^ye 
gnmn dose 1., my hvnrt I never 
bear to lose you, by uiiy ehajice. 

I will uot lei your love for me he 
soik‘(i with sin. Release Prince Nak- 
shatra Iroiti his promise, 

iidfihitpitii 

i shall think, ami decide fo-ruorrow. 

I He goes . 
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J aiding 

Deeds are better, however cruel 
they may be, than the hell of think- 
ing and doubting. You are right, my 
master ; truth is in your words. To 
kill is no sin, to kill brother is no sin, 
to kill king is no sin. — Where do you 
go, my brothers ? To the fair at 
jNTishipur ? There the women are to 
dance ? Oh, this world is pleasant ! 
And the dancing limbs of the girls are 
beautiful. In what careless merri- 
ment the crowds flew through the 
roads, making the sky ring with their 
laughter and song. I will follow them, 

{Enters Ragiiupati.) 

Raghupati 

Jaising. 

Jaising 

I do not know you. I drift with 
the crowd. Why ask me to stop ? 
Go your own way. 
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Raghupati 

Jaising. 

Jaising 

The road is straight Ixd'orc ni{._ 
With an ahns-iiowl in haiul .•ind the 
beggar girl as my swc-rlhcarl I shall 
walk on. Who says that llu- world's 
ways are dillieiilt ? Anyhow wc reach 
the end, — the end where all laws and 
i rules are no more, wher«‘ tin errors 
and hurts oi' life are forgot ten, where 
is rest, eternal rest. What, i.s tiu* use 
of scriptures, and tlu> t.eaeher and his 
instructions V-IVIy tnaster, my 
what wild words are thes<* td* mliie? 
I was living in a drt'am. 'riuu-e stands 
the teniph', cruel and inuiK>vnbIe as 
truth. Whut was yttur order, sny 
teacher V I hav<‘ not; forgotten it. 
{hrmging out iiiv kfiifc.) I am .sharp- 
ening your words in iny mind, till 
they become <«ie with this knife in 
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keenness. Have you any other order 
to give me ? 

Baghupati 

My boy, my darling, how can I tell 
you how deep is my love for you ? 

J aising 

No, Master, do not tell me of love. 
Let me think only of duty. Love, 
like the green grass, and the trees, 
and life’s music, is only for the surface 
of the world. It comes and vanishes 
like a dream . But underneath is duty, 
like the rude layers of stone, like a 
huge load that nothing can move. 

[They go out. 

{Enter Govinda and Chandpal.) 

Chandpal 

Sire, I warn you to be careful. 

Govinda 

Why ? What do you mean ? 



15 ! 


SAcini-'ic!.; 


Chandpal 

1 liavf' t)Vt‘r!H‘ar(i a conspiracy to 
take away your iifV, 


( I OX' i >1(1 a 

VVlu) wants iny life ? 

('/xifidjial 

I arn afraid t «» tell yc.u, lest I he news 
iH’Come to y(tu tnon> deadly Ilian the 
kihlt list II, It Was I rine<‘ Niaivsiiatraj 
wiio— • 

(tovindti 

Nukshatni 'i 

Cliaxdpal 

lie has proinised to Raj^hupati to 
bring your bUjod to the tiodiiess. 
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Govinda 

To the Goddess ? Then I cannot 
blame him. For a man loses his 
humanity when it concerns his gods. 
You go to your work and leave me 
alone. 

[Chandpal goes out. 
{Addressing the image.) Accept these 
flowers, Goddess, and let your creatures 
live in peace. Mother, those who are 
weak in this world are so helpless, and 
those who are strong are so cruel. 
Greed is pitiless, ignorance blind, and , 
pride takes no heed when it crushes I 
the small under its foot. Mother, do 
not raise your sword and lick your 
lips for blood ; do not set brother 
against brother, and woman against 
man. If it is your desire to strike 
me by the hand of one I love, then 
let it be fulfilled. For the sin has to 
ripen to its ugliest limits before it 



156 


can burst ain! die a fiideons death; 
and when Min-fs bl<K>tj[ is shed l,y .j 
brother’s hand, tiiea I,isf h»r bl.iod 
will disclose its dejiu>n r.-jee, l*'a\iiie 
its disf,niisi* ns a .uoshh If .such In, 
your wish 1 h»nv my lu*H(I to it. 

l_*hv 1 n;i jNj < ; rff.'ihi’.s iii_ 

Jttisifii* 

'r<‘ll nie. ieidtless, fhiui tiaiiy 

want Kind's bhiud ? .-\sk if in fhiiK. 

own \ i»i<’e, ;u)d flmii sliiij t linwu’ it. 

. t I'ltit'f’ 

I want King's tdood. 

Jui.v/«e 

King. s!tv ynnr Iasi prav<*r, fur voiir 
time lias enine. 


ihnimln 

Wfiut makes you say it» «latsi!»j|*f 
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Jaising 

Did you not hear what the Goddess 
said ? 

Govinda 

It was not the Goddess. I heard 
the familiar voice of Raghupati. 

Jaising 

The voice of Raghupati ? No, no ! 
Drive me not from doubt to doubt. 
It is all the same, whether the voice 
comes from the Goddess, or from my 
master. — 

[He unsheathes his knife, and 
then throws it away. 
Listen to the cry of thy children, 
Mother. Let there be only flowers, 
the beautiful flowers for thy offerings, 
— no more blood. They are red even 
as blood, — these bunches of hibiscus. 
They have come out of the heart- 
burst of the earth, pained at the 
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sUiuglilor of licr elukircii. Acot j )l f his. 
Thou must acc(‘t)t; this. I ihy 

anger. Blood thou shalt iic\'or lia\r. 
Redden thine ey<*s. Raise thy .swuni. 
Bring thy furies of destmcrtiuii. I (id 
not fear tliee. — King, lcav<‘ this tenipi,. 
to its Godd<\ss, and go to your men. 

[dOVINO.X 

Alas, ahi.s, in a moment 1 ga\e up all 
that I hud, my inasttu', iiu' (hah less. 

[H ACiiiH'A'i'i ctiim. 

I have lieard all. Traitor, you have 
betrayed yuiir imister. 

.fdising 

Punisfi me, fntlier. 

Rdfifiiipafi 

What jHinishment ’will you have! 
Fu!ji.sit nif with iny lift*. 
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Raghupati 

No, that is nothing. Take your 
oath touching the feet of the Goddess. 

Jaising 

I touch her feet. 

Raghupati 

Say, I will bring kingly blood to 
the altar of the Goddess, before it is 
midnight. 

Jaising 

I will bring kingly blood to the 
altar of the Goddess, before it is mid- 
night. 

[They go out. 

{Enters Gunavati.) 

Gunavati 

I failed. I had hoped that, if I 
remained hard and cold for some days, 
he would surrender. Such faith I 
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had in my ptivvcr, \ain uuniaji iimt 
1 am. i siiiiWfil iny -aiii, n aiiirit, 
and rcmaiiu'd aua\ trii!ii iiiiu ; 
it was IVuiilf.ss. \\i>iuati -. an^cr is 
like a <haimind’s t.;iii!! r: ji ,,ii]y 
sliines, init eaniMt! imrn, ! -iu.nl,! jf 
Wi're like llmndia', iijjiiji )he 

Kiliff’s httiise. star! liny iiiru up Irunii 
his sleep, and dashiny In ■ pridr tn tij(. 
ijrruund. 

{Knit rs f Ihii \ . t 

(iUHiiViiti 

Wlit're nrv yt^n 1 

Dravii 

1 am eallfil hy I hr 

;■ (tuts rinl. 

(hiHiiViiii 

Tln^rr I lit* nf fhr Kinifs 

litMii;. Ill’ hris, rtihliri! iii\ uiibririi 
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children of their father’s love, usurped 
their right to the first place in the 
King’s breast. O Mother Kali, your 
creation is infinite and full of wonders, 
only send a child to my arms in merest 
whim, a tiny little warm living flesh 
to fill my lap, and I shall offer you 
whatever you wish. {Enters Nak- 
SHATRA.) Prince Nakshatra, why do 
you turn back ? I am a mere woman, 
weak and without weapon, am I so 
fearful ? 

Nakshatra 

No, do not call me. 

Gunavati 

Why ? What harm is in that ? 

Nakshatra 

I do not want to be a king. 

Gunavati 

But why are you so excited ? 

M 
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NaH'hafr^ri 

May thf King liv<‘ Ion??, aiui luav I 
die as I aiii,—- a princc. 

Gioiavail 

Die as <juiek as yoii; <%’Ui ; iiave I 
ever said anyfiiin^r apr.niiJt.sJ it ? 

Naks'/iatrm 

Then iel! rue what yotJ wauit «>f nie. 
(•unavati 

JIh' thief tluit stea].*> t hr erowii is 

awaitin^r you. reinovo Itiiii. Do you 

uuderstaiui ? 

Ntih'hafra 

Yes, except who the t liirf is, 
(htfiiwati 

That hoy. Druva. Do you not wt 
how he is growiit);! in Hio King’s lup, 
till one <}ay !»• I’eaehe.s {.Ire* erowuT 
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Nakshatra 

Yes, I have often thought of it. 
I have seen my brother putting his 
crown on the boy’s head in play. 

Gunavati 

Playing with the crown is a danger- 
ous game. If you do not remove the 
player, he will make a game of you. 

Nakshatra 

Yes, I like it not. 

Gunavati 

Offer him to Kali. Have you not 
heard that Mother is thirsting for 
blood ? 

Nakshatra 

But, sister, this is not my business. 

Gunavati 

Fool, can you feel yourself safe, so 
long as Mother is not appeased ? 
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Blood she must hav<^ ; \ our own, 

if you can. 

Nak.shaira 

But she wants Kiiijjr'.s hi{)t»ii. 

(tHtiiivaii 
Who told you that ? 

Nakshafra 

I know it from one, to wliom the 
Goddess hcr.s<*lf sends lu*r <!r<‘ams. 

Gunmati 

Then that fniy untsf clir for the 
King. His blood is tiutre |>rrt*ions to 
your brother than his otvn. and the 
King can only 1 m- saved hy paying 
the price, which is more tlum his life, 

Nitkahutra 
I understand. 
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Gunavati 

Then lose no time. Run after him. 
He is not gone far. But remember. 
Offer him in my name. 

Nakshatra 

Yes, I will. 


Gunavati 

The Queen’s offerings have been 
turned back from Mother’s gate. Pray 
to her that she may forgive me. 

[They go out. 

{Enters Jaising.) 

Jaising 

Goddess, is there any little thing, 
that yet remains, out of the wreck of 
thee ? If there be but a faintest 
spark of thy light in the remotest of 
the stars of evening, answer my cry, 
though thy voice be the feeblest. Say 
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to me, “ Chiicl, hen; I am."- Xo, she 
is nowhere. She is . Hut take 

pity upon Jaisitii^r, 0 Illusion, ami for 
him become tru<‘. Art ffum so ir- 
redeemably false, that not evcu mv 
love can send the sli<rhfc.sl t reumr of 
life throu.ydi tliy iiotliin^ni<‘ss ? 0 hiu!, 

for whom have yon upturned ytuir 
cup of life, emptviii^r if it* th(' last 
drop?— f(»r this nnanswerin^^ void,_. 
truthle.s.s, inereih'ss, am! motherless? 

{ r.v A e.\ H N A . ) 

Aparna, tliey <irive yotj ,uvuv 
from the temple; yet you eoine hack 
over ami over aj»ain. For }ou arc 
true, and fritfh emiiiof hr hjiuisiied. 
We en.shrifU’ fnlseitoud in our temple, 
with all devotion ; yet .she is never 
there. Leave me not. Aparmi. Sit 
here by my side. Why nn- y(iu so 
sad, my darliiij^ ? Ih> you miss s«iae 
god, who is god no longer ? Hut is 
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there any need of God in this little 
world of ours ? Let us be fearlessly 
ffodless and come closer to each other. 

to 

They want our blood. And for this 
they have come down to the dust of 
our earth, leaving their magnificence 
of heaven. For in their heaven there 
are no men, no creatures, who can 
suffer. No, my girl, there is no 
Goddess. 

Aparna 

Then leave this temple, and come 
away with me. 

Jaising 

Leave this temple ? Yes, I will 
leave. Alas, Aparna, I must leave. 
Yet I cannot leave it, before I have 

paid my last dues to the But let 

that be. Come closer to me, my love. 
Whisper something to my ears, which 
will overflow this life with sweetness, 
flooding death itself. 
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* * if // (l 


Jiiising 

Thm I.';.!! y,,,,,. |,„„| „„ 

L<- Uu. s,l,n,v of l„„ ,.|,.n,ili,.s., lif^ 

■■•■..■h oil,..,, ijnf? 

tuort' o| this, f Miiist ^ 




^ 9 


»"l- I- '■niol. 

not loi-l wli.it I liavo Miffor,.,! ? ^ 

</ 

tonu . ( n,*.l,aKfhai hhn.k of ,sf,.„e 

g bi-Iuvf, . ,l yuu w.r,. fin. (k.p.j 
hum''” 

.“"r Hu! uai u;r mv 

Du you luHHv how 1 know 
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Aparna 

Tell me. 

Jaising 

You bring to me your sacrifice 
every moment, as a mother does to 
her child. God must be all sacrifice, 
pouring out his life in all creation. 

Aparna 

Jaising, come, let us leave this 
temple and go away together. 

Jaising 

Save me, Aparna, have mercy upon 
me and leave me. I have only one 
object in my life. Do not usurp its 
place. {Rushes out. 

Aparna 

Again and again I have suffered. 
But my strength is gone. My heart 
breaks. [She goes oid. 
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{Entey H.\onui»ATi rttid Pi<i\(’i,; 

NaKSHATH jV.) 

iidi’hupati 

Priiief', wluTf luivt* vuu Lfpt the 
hoy ? 

Nak^'/iaf/yt 

He is in t!ie room, \vh«*r<- the vessels 
for worship tiw kt'pt . Ho iios cried 
luniself to sleep, Ithirjk I shall ut-ver 
lie jilile to hear it, wli(*HL lie Hakes up 
again. 

Etliihii fxj/ i 

Jai.sing svas of the .suiim* age wtusi 
he eanie to me. Aiul I r« nieiiiiier 
how he {‘rieh till he at the feet 

of the {lodtii'ss," the temple Inaip 

liimly shining on his lear-sf aiijed ehiid- 
fa-ee, it was a .slorirt\* e\'eijing iih(. 
tins. 

Nukshtitra 

Fatlier, delay not. I wish to finish 
it all, while he is Klet*|>ing'. fhs cry 
paws my heiirt like a knife. 
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Raghupati 

I will drug him to sleep, if he wakes 
up. 

Nakshatra 

The King will soon find it out, if 
you are not quick. For, in the even- 
ing, he leaves the care of his kingdom 
to come to this boy. 

Raghupati 

Have more faith in the Goddess. 
The victim is now in her own hands 
and it shall never escape. 

Nakshatra 

But Chandpal is so watchful. 

Raghupati 

Not more so than our Mother. 

Nakshatra 

I thought I saw a shadow pass by. 
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Rdilhii pati 

The shadow of your ow'ii fear. 
Ntik.shalra 

Do we iu»{ hear ihe soiiud of a cry? 
liiip/iujiati 

The sound ol your own heart 
Shake off your <iispiindeney, Prince, 
la-t us drink this wine duly eonse- 
erntcd. So lonj' as the {)urpose re- 
mains in the mind, it looms large and 
ieaiiul. In aeticat it heeomes .small. 
The vapour is dark and diffused. It 
dissolves into water drops, that are 
small and s{>arklin<p Primay it is 
nothing. It takes only a luonuait, — 
not more than it <ioes to snuff a eandle. 
That life's light will die in a tlasli, 
like lightning in the stormy night of 
July, h*aving its thunderholt forever 
dt‘ej> in the King's pride. But, Prince, 
why are you so silent '/ 
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Nakshatra 

I think we should not be too rash. 
Leave this work till to-morrow night. 

Raghupati 

To-night is as good as to-morrow 
night, perhaps better. 

Nakshatra 

Listen to the sound of footsteps. 

Raghupati 
I do not hear it. 

Nakshatra 
See there, — the light. 

Raghupati 

The King comes. I fear we have 
delayed too long. 
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(King comes with tiftrfithuhs.) 
(hi'ifida 

Make them prisoners. (To Hviitiy, 
PATi) Have you anjihin^ to say T 

ihifthupiifi 

Nothing. 

(iovindd 

Do you admit your friiiu* ! 

liutihnpdti 

Crime ? Yes, my criiiu* was ilmt 
in my weakness, I <*ielny-rd in eurrying 
out Mother's s<Tvi<‘e. Tlte punish, 
ment eomes from the <;..dtie.ss. V<m 
larc merely her insfruiiHud. 

(iovindtt 

.^eeonling to my law. r»iy soldiers 
shall escort you to exili*, Haghupati, 
where you shall spemi tdght years ttf 
your life. 
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Raghupoti 

King, I never bent my knees to any 
mortal in my life. I am a Brahmin. 
Your caste is lower than mine. Yet, 
in all humility, I pray to you, give me 
only one day’s time. 


Govinda 

I grant it. 

Raghupoti 

{Mockingly.) You are the King of 
all kings. Your majesty and mercy 
are alike immeasurable. Whereas I 
am a mere worm, hiding in the dust. 

[He goes out. 

Govinda 

Nakshatra, admit your guilt. 

Nakshatra 

I am guilty, Sire, and I dare not 
ask for your pardon. 
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(iorituhi 

Prince, I knew ymi .-iff teiuier of 
heart. Tell rne, ^v1h» iM'^uiled you 
with evil eonnsi'l ? 

Sakshdlm 

I will net take efin r u;i!ti<‘s. Kill" 
My .ttnilf is niv own. \'ou have 
pardoned your [Vahish hrotlicr more 
than once, ajui once moro he hej[fs to 
be iiardoned. 

(rin'iiiitd 

Nakshntni, h-avr luy hot. The 
judge is still nioro iHaind by his laws” 
than his jnisom r. 

, itft'tuiauis 

Sire. reinenilxT fha! hi' is jour 
brother, luid pardon him. 

(fitvhiiiii 

Let me retnembt-r that I am a king. 
Nakshatrii shall remain in cxilt; for 
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eight years, in the house we have 
built, by the sacred river, outside the 
limits of Tripura. [Taking Naksha- 
tba’s hands.'] The punishment is not 
yours only, brother, but also mine,— 
the more so because I cannot share it 
bodily. The vacancy that you leave 
in the palace will prick my heart, 
every day, with a thousand needles. 
May the gods be more friendly to you, 
while you are away from us. 

[They all go out. 

[Enter Raghupati and Jaising.) 

Raghupati 

My pride wallows in the mire. I 
have shamed ~my" BrilEunhood^^ I 
am no longer your master, my child. 
Yesterday I had the authority to 
command you. To-day I can only 
beg your favour. That light is ex- 
tinct in me, which gave me the right 

N 
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to defy King’s power. Hu- earthen 
lamp can be replenished and lighted 
again and again, Init the star once 
extinguished is lost for ev<T. I am 
that lost star. Life’s <lays are mere 
tinsel, most trifling of (Jod's gifts, and 
I had to beg for <m<* t>f those days 
from the King with bent knees, hot 
that one day be not in %'ain. Let its 
infamous bhu'k brows bo red with 
King’s blood before it <lies. Why do 
you not spi'nk, niy hoy ? Thougii I 
forsake niy plaee as ytnir master, yet 
have I not the right to tdnitn your 
obedience as yom father, — I who am 
more than a fath(*r to yon, heenuse 
father to an orphan ? Hut that imm 
is the most miserable of ail laggurs, 
who has to beg for love. You are 
still silent, mv <‘hi!d V Then let mv 
knees bend to you, who w<Te smaller 
than mv kma's when y«ju first eame 
to my arms. 
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Jaising 

Father, do not torture the heart 
that is already broken. If the God- 
dess thirsts for kingly blood, I will 
bring it to her before to-night. I will 
pay all my debts, yes, every farthing. 
Keep ready for my return. I will 
delay not. [Goes out. 

[Storm outside.] 

Raghupati 

She is awake at last, the Terrible. 
Her curses go shrieking through the 
town. The hungry furies are shaking 
the cracking branches of the world- 
tree with all their might, for the stars 
to break and drop. My Mother, why 
didst thou keep thine own people in 
doubt and dishonour so long ? Leave 
it not for thy servant to raise thy 
sword. Let thy mighty arm do its 
own work ! — I hear steps, 
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{Eriter.'i Ai’akn'a.) 

Aparna 

Where is Jaisinj^f ? 

h'liphiip/iti 

Away, evil omen. (As-ahna [loes 
out.) Ihif if Jaisintf never comes hack ? 
No, he will Mot break fiis promise. 
Victory to thee, Ere.af Kali, the giver 
of all success! — But if he meet with 
obstruction ? If he he caught and 
lose his life at the guanis’ hands?— 
Victory to thee, watchful (Juddess, 
Mother invincible ! Du not allow thy 
rt'puie to bt" lost, und thine enemies 
to laugli at thee'. If th,v children 
must lose their pritie and faith in 
their .Mother, and bow down their 
heads in shaim- before the rebels, who 
then will reinaiti in this orphaned 
worki to carry thy hajmer V I hcsir 
his steps. Hut so soon ? Is he com* 
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ing back foiled in his purpose ? No, 
that cannot be. Thy miracle needs 
not time, O Mistress of all time, 
terrible with thy necklace of human 
skulls. [Jaising rushes in. 

Jaising, where is the blood ? 

Jaising 

It is with me. Let go my hands. 
Let me offer it myself {entering the 
temple). Must thou have kingly blood. 
Great Mother, who nourishest the 
world at thy breast with life ? — ^I am 
of the royal caste, a Kshatriya. My 
ancestors have sat upon thrones, and 
there are rulers of men in my mother’s 
line. I have kingly blood in my veins. 
Take it, and quench thy thirst for 
ever. \Stahs himself, and falls. 

Raghupati 

Jaising! O cruel, ungrateful ! You 
have done the blackest crime. You 
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kill your father !— Jaising, forgive me, 
my darling. Come back to my heart, 
my heart’s one treasure ! Let me die 
in your place. 

{Enters Apakna.) 


Aparna 

It will madden me. Where is Jais- 
ing ? Where i.s he ? 

llaghupati 

Come, Aparna, come, my child, 
call him with all your love. Call him 
back to life. Take him to you, away 
from me, only let him live. 

[Aparna enters the teiuplc and swoons. 
{Beating his forehead on the temple 
floor.) Give him, give him, give him ! 
— Give him back to me I {Stands 
up addressing the image.) Look how 
she stands there, th<‘ silly .stone,— 
deaf, dumb, blind, — the whole .sorrow- 
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ing world weeping at her door, — the 
noblest hearts wrecking themselves at 
her stony feet. Give me baek my 
Jaising. Oh, it is all in vain. Our 
bitterest cries wander in emptiness, — 
the emptiness that we vainly try to 
fill with these stony images of delusion. 
Away with them ! Away with these 
our impotent dreams, that harden into 
stones, burdening our world ! 

{Re throws away the image, and 
comes out into the courtyard. 

{Enters Gunavati.) 

Gunavati 

Victory to thee, great Goddess ! — 
But, where is the Goddess ? 

Raghypati 

Goddess there is none. 

Gunavati 

Bring her back, father. I have 
brought her my offerings. I have 
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come at last, to apjaaisc her anger 
with my own heart's l)Iuo{h Let her 
know that the Qiicert is true to her 
promise. Have pit\- on me, and bring 
back the (Joddess only lor this night 
Tell me,— wliere is she ? 

Rai^lnipntl 

Slie is nowhere, - neither ahov’e, nor 
below, 

(hill aval I 

Master, was not the (hxldess here 
in tlie temple ? 

Raiihiiptifi 

(Joddess ?— -■ 1 1 there were any true 
Coddess anywhere in the world, enuld 
she bear this tiling to usurp her name ? 


(htnnvaii 

Do not torture me. 'Fell me truly. 
Is there no Gaddes.s V 
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Raghupaii 

No, there is none. 

Gunavati 

Then who was here ? 

Raghupaii 

Nothing, nothing. 

[Apaena comes out from the temple, 

Aparna 

Father ! 

Raghupaii 

My sweet child ! “ Father,” — did 

you say ? Do you rebuke me with 
that name ? My son, whom I have 
killed, has left that one dear call be- 
hind him in your sweet voice. 

Aparna 

Father, leave this temple. Let us 
go away from here. 
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(/',V/f<r.v tin Kis*;,) 

(tiii i/hin 

Whrw is tJlf < Mdliil'HS ? 

,1 Ih‘ C 1 1 Jf 1 1 it ',S.s 1‘* Ijt'I't** 

Bjit wlijit n am is this? 

iiuithuptili 

Kirm. .iuisiiij^'. whi, lovni you so 
tlfarly, iias kiih «i htm^c If. 

(tin ituiit 

iulh d hiiiiM lf ? Why ? 

Hfi^hupnti 

Jo kili till’ ftilHrliotHi, tiuii sui'ks the 

lifi'-bljHai tif ituiu. 
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Govinda 

Jaising is grea t, lie has conquered 
death. My flowers are for him. 

Guncwati 

My King. 

Govinda 

Yes, my love. 

Gunavatl 

The Goddess is no more. 

Govinda 

She has burst her cruel prison of 
stone, and come back to the woman’s 
heart. 

Aparna 

Father, come away. 

liaghupati 

Come, chiUl. Come, Mother. I 
have foxmd thee. Thou art the last 
gift of Jaising. 
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THE KING AND THE QUEEN 
ACT I 


The Palace Garden. King Vikeam 
and Queen Sumitea. 

Vikram 

Why have you delayed in coming 
to me for so long, my love ? 

Sumitra 

Do you not know, my King, that 
I am utterly yours, wherever I am ? 
It was your house, and its service, 
that kept me away from your presence, 
but not from you. 

Vikram 

Leave the house, and its service, 
aloiie. My heart cannot spare you 
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for my world, I am jealous of its 
claims. 

Sunntra 

No, King, I have niy place in your 
heart, as your hehned, and in your 
%vorld, as your Queen. 

V i hr a m 

Alas, my darling, where have van- 
ished those days of unalloyed jov, 
when we hrst met in lo\'e ; when our 
world awoke not, - only the flush of 
the curly dawn of our union hroko 
through our hearts in overthoving 
silence ? You had sw<‘et shyimss in 
your eyelids, lik<‘ a de\v~dntp on the 
tip of a fl(nver*i)ftal, and the smile 
flickered on your lifis like a timi<i 
evening lamp in the hree'/e. I re- 
member the eager <'nibraee of your 
love, when the uutrniiig broke and we 
had to part, and your unwilling steps, 
heavy with languor, that took you 
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away from me. Where were the 
house, and its service, and the cares 
of your world ? 

Sumitra 

But then we were scarcely more 
than a boy and a girl ; and to-day 
we are the King and the Queen. 

Vikram 

The King and the Queen ? Mere 
names. We are more than that ; we 
are lovers. 

Sumitra 

You are my King, my husband, and 
I am content to follow your steps. 
Do not shame me by putting me 
before your kingship. 

Vikram 

Do yoii not want my love ? 


o 
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Sumitra 

Love rne triih' by iH»t. making your 
love extraviigaiif ; for f rutli can afford 
to be simpk-. 

nkram 

I do not understand woman’s heart. 

Sumitra 

King, if you thriftlessly scjuander 
your all upon me, then I shall be 
deprived. 

Fikram. 

No more vain words, Qwvu. The 
birds’ nests are silent with lovie Let 
lips kee|) guard upoti lips, and jillow 
not words to elainour. 

{Knh'r.s ATTKN'UAN'r.) 

AUrmhaii 

The minister begs audience, to dis- 
cuss a grave matter i>f state. 
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Viler am 

No, not now. [Attendant goes. 
Sumitra 

Sire, ask him to come. 


Viler am 

The state and its matter can wait. 
But sweet leisure comes rarely. It is 
frail, like a flower. Respite from duty 
is a part of duty. 

Sumitra 

Sire, I beg of you, attend to your 
work. 

Vikram 

Again, cruel woman. Do you 
imagine that I always follow you to 
win your unwilling favour, drop by 
drop ? I leave you and go. 


{Be goes. 
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{Knftr l)F.v\i>vrTA, thr Kin^'a 
Bruhifihi fritii(L) 

Stimiirii 

Ti'll nu% sir, wlmf is that iKiisc out- 
si(!f t lif g:it t‘ ? 

Dnadutia 

That iiuiss* ? fuiiimaiut nif, and 
with the h«‘lp i'f sultlii Ts I shall drive 
away that noise, ra^yed ami hungry. 

Sumitra 

Du iwd niufk !m*. Tell inn wiiat 
has happrjuti. 

ih Vilthlttil 

Nothing. H is merely hunger,— 
the vulgar hunger of poverty. The 
fanusht'tl lionie of harhfirinns is 
rudely ehunouring. making the druw.sy 
etiek«Ki.H in yunr royal garden .start 
up in feitr. 
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Sutriiim 

Tell me, lal iuT, wlio are hungry ? 

Dt'vadnlUi 

It is their ill-fate. 'I'he King’s poor 
siibjeets lutvi' heen praeti.siiig long to 
live upon half a meal a day, l)ut they 
have not yet hecomc' experts in com- 
plete starvalion. It is amazing. 


Sumitra 

Bui, falher, the land is smiling with 
riju! eorn. Why should tlie King’s 
subjects <iie of hunger ? 


Devadatta 

The eorn is his, whose is the land, — 
it is not for the poor. They, like 
intruding dogs at the King’s feast, 
eroueh in the corner for theirerumbs, 
or kicks. 
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tSumUra 

I)<t(‘.s if ii!(*;in that t licrc is lui King 
in 1 iiis laiui ? 

Devadtittn 

Kof out', hut liundrcds. 

iSumUra 

Are not tlve King's oilieers watch- 
ful ? 

Det'udaifa 

Who can lilame your otliciTs ? They 
came penniless fn^m 1 he alien land. 
Is it to hltss the King’s subjects with 
their empty hamis ‘i 

ftuniitrti 

From the alien land V Are they 
rny relttti\‘es V 

Dmulttiia 

Yes, Queen. 

NumHra 

What iilmut Jaiscn 1 



the king and queen 199 

Devadaita 

He rules the province of Singarh 
with such scrupulous care that all 
the rubbish, in the shape of food and 
raiment, has be(‘n cleared away ; only 
the skin aiul bones remain. 

Smnitra 

And Shila ? 

Devadaita 

He keeps his eyes upon the trade ; 
he relieves all merchants of their ex- 
cessive prt>hts, taking the burden upon 
his own broad shoulders. 

Sumitra 

And A jit ‘I 

Devodnlta 

He lives in Vijaykote. He smiles 
swcc^tly, strokes the land on its back 
with his (caressing hand, and whatever 
comes to his touch gathers with care. 
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,Snfiiiirii 

Wliat shamt- is fhis! I must rt*- 
itHAf tiiis rtfiiM* rmtii my fnthfr,s 
laiai and savf nsy }irt<}>lr. Lravi' me 
iittw, tla‘ Iviiiif rtiinis. {/‘.Vi/rr.v tlif 
KiNt;.) I am tin' ua.thtr nf ruy 
piaiplta I cauMof ttrar t lu ir i‘ry. Save 
tiiem, Kisjji. 

I ikrtiM 

What da Vaii Want Mif t« da ? 

tSu mitnt 

't’urii thi>s( uuf li'ittn yaur kinj'iiain 
wli*( nti- t<p|)rrs,sii»}» the iaml. 

rikntm 

l>a y uii kjurtv «iiu tliry uri* I 

Stimilm 

Yi-s, i klJuVV. 

i'ikrtitn 

TIh y are ytiur avvii 
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Sumitra 

They are not a whit more my own 
than my people. They are robbers, 
who, under the cover of your throne, 
seek for their victims. 


Vikram 

They are Jaisen, Shila, Ajit. 
Sumitra 

My country must be rid of them. 
Vikram 

Tliey will not move without fight. 
Sumitra 

Then light them, Sire. 

Vikram 

Fight ? But let me conquer you 
first, uJid then I shall have time to 
conquer my enemies. 
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Smnitra 

Allow me, Kin", as your (iueen. I 
will save your subjects myself. 

[ 

Vikmm 

Tliis is how you make my lieuri: dis- 
traught. You sit alone ui>on your 
peak of gnsdiu'ss, where I do not 
reach you. You go to attend your 
own God, and 1 go seeking you in 
vain. 

( Enters 1 )i'.v.\ i iai'I'a.) 

Devtidalid 

Wlicre is tiu* (,Jueen, Hire V Why 
arc you alone */ 


Eiknim 

IJrahmin, this is all your eonspiruey. 
You come here to talk of t'u* state 
new.s to the Qm-eji V 
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Dcvadatta 

The state is shouting its own news 
loud enough to reach the Queen’s ears. 
It has et)me to that pass, when it 
takes no heed lest your rest be broken. 
Do not be afraid of me, King. I have 
come to ask iny Bralimin’s dues from 
the Queen. For my wife is out of 
humour, her larder is empty, and in 
the lious(‘ there arc a number of empty 
stomachs. Boes. 


Vikram 

I wish all happiness to my people. 
Wliy should there l>c suffering and 
injiistiet!? Why should the strong 
cast his vulture’s eyes upon the 
poor man’s comforts, pitifully small ? 
(Fnienv Minister.) Banish all the 
foreign robbers from my kingdom 
this moment. I must not hear the 
cry of the oppressed for a day longer. 
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Miiiisirr 

But, Kill", Hie e\il fh.'i! has Ix^en 
slowly growiuj^ for lon^r you eunnot 
uproot iu a day, 

f ’ikrain 

Strtk(‘ at its root with \'i^oui', aiid 
fell it with your axe iu a <iay, — the 
tree that has taken a hundred years 
to grow. 

Miiii.stfr 

But we want arms and soldiers. 

rUmim 

Where is my general '/ 


Ministt'r 

He himself i.s a hireigner. 


Vikmm 

Then invite the hungry people. 
Open my treasure ; stop this ery with 
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food ; send them away with money, — 
And if they want to have my king- 
dom, let them do so in peace, and be 
happy. [Ee goes. 

{Enter Sumitra and Devadatta.) 

Minister 

Queen, my humble salutation to 
you. 

(^ueen 

We cannot allow misery to go un- 
checked in our land. 

Minister 

What are your commands. Queen ? 
(■Incen 

Call immediately, in my name, all 
our chiefs who are foreigners. 


Minister 

I have done so already. I have 
taken upon myself to invite them 
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info llif rnpital, in Un {\inj»’s ii;unt*, 
without ahkinit fur Ihs sarirf iMti. 
ft-nr of refusal, 

Whi n (lit! \ Mil SI (iii \ iitii- nil ssi ni'crs';' 

M inis tt r 

f t will soitM hr a III' Hit h in nrt-. f 
atu fvpi-i't iin' tinir aiiswrrs cvcrv 
itioiUfUl. Jfut 1 nut ufratii fla-y will 
not rrsnontl. 

It 

Not rfsjjoiitl to th<‘ Kind's cal! ’} 

ih’i iltlilltii 

TItf Kiiu' has iirromr a [lirt'r of wilt! 
runiour, which tjnv i-att fH-liiwc, or 
not, its tiny hkr. 

Qntrn 

vour Mihln rs r<ailv, Ministi r. 
for Ifji'sr jimjilr. 'rin \ slmli fmvc to 
answ'tr tt» iiif, ns inii n lativi s, 

{'ifVir .Mim.h'J j.h 
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Devadatta 

Queen, they will not come. 

Queen 

Then the King shall light them. 

Devadatta 

The King will not fight. 

Queen 

Then 1 will. 

Devadatta 

You ! 

Queen 

I will go to rny brother Kumarsen, 
Kashmir’s King, and with his help 
fight theses rc'hels, who are a disgrace 
to Kashmir. Father, help me to 
escape from this kingdom, and do your 
duty, if things come to the worst. 

Devadatta 

1 salute tiice, Motlier of the people. 

[Ee goes. 
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SAdUMt’K 


{ICutt IS V'S K UAM.) 

I'ilrnim 

Why <h» )tiu iy* (hi' tit V Mv 

iiii!i<*i'y is rr\ r.-iii i i i,, ymi in 

its uakfd puvrrty. 1 )t i \'iu t hrrcfon^ 

away frtiiu iii«- in ? 

Smniini 

i i'crl shatiifd Itt ‘djar'i' uluin- vaur 
lirari, whirh is tV-r all iiu ii. 

{ 'ikftitn 

is it at»S!*l»trly tnii , ti^in - n, lliat 
you stiuul ttu >''itr j^ahiv h' itjhf, and 
i grovr! in fhr tiusf ? N‘m. { kranv 
my jjmviT, Tlii rr n. an 
ahlf forr*' in my nuiuis', uliiclt I iaivt* 
twriHtl intn luvr luf Vuti. 

Smuilfii 

Ilnti' mn, Kinj'. hat* tm*. Foritrt 
me. I sluill i»-nr it lirawly, hut do 
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not wreck your manhood against a 
woman’s charms. 

Vikram 

So much love, yet such neglect ? 
Your very indifference, like a cruel 
knife, cuts into my bosom, laying bare 
the warm bleeding love, — and then, 
to fling it into the dust ! 

Sumitra 

I throw myself at your feet, my 
beloved. Have you not forgiven your 
Queen, again and again, for wrongs 
done ? Then why is this wrath, Sire, 
when I am blameless ? 

King 

Rise xip, my love. Come to my 
heart. Shut my life from all else for 
a moment, with your encircling arms, 
rounding it into a world completely 
your own. 



210 


HAC'HIl U K 


,4 foiff froiii oid.'udi' 

Queen. 

S II It! i! ft! 

li is Devafi.'ii!;!. \ rs, t';ii!i( r, ^vh:lt 
is t he mes.saee ? 

{Eiih r.s Di'.v.ut \ i r.\.) 

IhriiiliiUti 

They have detieti the Kin;' s eali,— ■ 
the iorei;fn j^nverneirs of flic pruviaees, 
— and they are preparing h-r n hellinii. 

Siitniirii 

Do yeni hear, Kine ? 

I’ikrtun 

llraliujiii, the palace j'arden is not 
the emuu'iidintise. 

Ik'VttdaUn 

Sire, we rarely ni'i ! ntir Kino in 
the eouneil Imiiv, hreaiise it j.s not 
the pulatre j»firiien. 
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Queen 

The miserable dogs, grown fat upon 
the King’s table-sweepings, dare dream 
of barking against their master ? 
King, is it time for debating in the 
council-chamber ? Is not the course 
clear before you ? Go with your 
soldiers and crush these miscreants. 

V Her am 

But our general himself is a foreigner. 

Queen 

Go yourself. 

Viler am 

Am I your misfortune. Queen, — a 
bad dream, a thorn in your flesh? 
No, I will never move a step from 
here. I will offer them terms of 
peace. Who is it that has caused this 
mischief? The Brahmin and the 
woman conspired to wake up the 
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sleeping snake tVi»iu Us holt*, 'rimse 
who are it)o feehle t.t> protect fiiciu- 
selves are tlic Jno.st thoughtless in 
eansing disasters {<» others. 

Oh the »inf’ortutKit<‘ land, atui the 
unfortnnate wontaii wlio is tlie Oueen 
of this land. 

t'ikratn 

Where are ytm goiog? 

Qttren 

I am going to you. 

f h’A'm »i 

Leave me Y 

Yes. I am going to fight the nluls. 

I'lA-mm 

WcHiiafi, you ima’k n»e. 
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Queen 

I take my farewell. 

King 

You dare not leave me. 

Queen 

I dare not stay by your side when 
I weaken you. 


King 

Go, proud woman. I will never 
ask you to turn back, — but claim no 
help from me. [Queen goes. 


Devadatta 

King, you allow her to go alone ? 
King 

She is not going. I do not believe 
her words. 
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Dratildfiii 

1 think slic is in faracst. 

Khii’ 

It is fuT woinnii's wiles. Slie 
llircatens nn*, liile she wants to spur 
MU' into arlion ; niiii I despise lier 
methods. Slie nmsi not jdiink tluit 
she ean play with luv love. SIu' shall 
reftret it. Oh niy friend, nuist i learn 
my lesseui at Las!, that love is not f\>r 
the Kiiio. ;mti le.ani it from that 
woman, wlioni 1 lo\c like my doom? 
Devadatfa, ytiu Ii.hm* ifrown with me 
from iiifunev, ean you not Idr^nt, 
fora moment, tlnit I uni a kinir. atui 
feel that I lta\e .a ni.an\ heart that 
knows pain ? 

Ihradtiita 

My he.art is ytmi-s, my friend, which 
is not oul\ ta iuiv to reeeive Nonr love, 
I)ut yoi4r niijfer. 
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King 

But why do you invite the snake 
into my nest ? 

Devadatta 

Your house was on fire,— I merely 
brought the news, and wakened you 
up. Am I to blame for that ? 

King 

What is the use of waking ? When 
all are mere dreams, let me choose my 
own little dream, if I can, and then 
die. Fifty years hence, who will re- 
member the joys and sorrows of this 
moment ? Go, Devadatta, leave me 
to my kingly loneliness of pain. 

{Enters a Comivmn who is a foreigner.) 

Courtier 

We ask Justice from your hands. 
King, — we, who came to this land 
with the Queen. 





2iO 


Kilitt 

Justice ftu' what ‘jf 


('tmriier 

If has (H)UH' to our cars (liat false 
accusations a^jainsf us art' tiroujrht 
before you, ftrr nt> other cause than 
that we arc forcij'ncrs. 


Khiff 

Who knows, it If icy art* not true? 
But S{> ioiij^ as ! trust ytiu, ejin yam not 
ri'iimiii silent ? Have I ever hisuited 
you with the feast susjjieitm the sus- 
picituis that are hreti like iiujjtjrojjj Ja 
f ht* rttlten hearts ttf eowatsls ? Treason 
I do not fear, i can erusfi it nnd(*r 
in\ feet. But I tear ft> luairisfi littk*" 
iii*K,s ill iiiy liWii itiiiiif, 
me now. \Tht' i'oituru:a 0t's. 
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{Enter Minister and Devadatta.) 
Minister 

Sire, the Queen has left the palace, 
riding on her horse. 

King 

What do you say ? Left my 
palace ? 

Minister 

Yes, King. 

King 

Why did you not stop her ? 
Minister 

She left in secret. 

King 

Who brought you the news ? 
Minister 

The priest. He saw her riding 
before the palace temple. 
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K i fii; 

vScnd for fiini. 

Hrif, Sirr, she caiitutf lie far. .S!i<> 

has uiily jtisl It ft. V..u c.-ut Vft liriii<f 

1*1 

her hark, 

/v‘ in.i> 

Briii<j:it!g iirr h.ark is juit iiupurtanf. 
Thr great fart is that siir trff me.— . 
Left liir ! ,\tHi all the K iitg’s suhhrrs 
liiui forts, nrid prist tjis aiiii iruti <‘haii>s‘, 
ruulfl not krrp fast this lifth- hi*«rt 
of u woman. 

Miitisltr 

Ains. King, Calumu^, like a li.Hid- 
hurst, when thr tivkr is lu’okrjl, will 
rush in from all siih %, 

K iag 

Calumny ! la t thr pr.»plr\ tongues 
rot with ttieir own poison. 
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Devadatta 

In the days of eclipse, men dare 
look at the midday sun through their 
broken pieces of glass, blackened with 
soot. Great Queen, your name will 
be soiled, tossed from mouth to mouth, 
but your light will ever shine far 
above all soiling. 


King 

Bring the priest to me. (Minister 
goes.) I can yet go to seek her, and 
bring her back. But is this my 
eternal task ? That she should always 
avoid me, and I should ever run after 
the fugitive heart ? Take your flight, 
woman, day and night, homeless, 
loveless, without rest and peace. 
{Enters Priest.) Go, go, I have heard 
enough, I do not want to know 
more. {The Priest is about to go.) 
Come back. — ^Tell me, did she come 
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SACRIFICE 

down to tile t(>nij,h- to pniy with 
tears in lier eyes ? 


PrkM 

No, Sii’t*. Only, lor a nionient, she 
elieeked iier horse and lurned herVace 
to liie teniple. howing her head low, 
-tiien rode away fast as liglitning’ 
I cannot say if slie had tears in her 
eyes. The light from tiu; temple was 
dim. 

IVars in i»er eye.s 1 You eoukJ not 

even imagine siieh enormity ? Eiumdi 

Yon may go. (77a* Piukht goes.) 
.My Co<i, you know that nil the wrong 
that 1 have tioiie to her -ivins that i 
loved her. I ivns willing to low* my 
heaven and my kingdom for her love. 
But they have not helrayetl me, only 
she has. 
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{Enters Minister.) 

Minister 

Sire, I have sent messengers on 
horseback in pursuit of her. 

King 

Call them back. The dream has 
fled away. Where can your mes- 
sengers find it ? Get ready my army. 
I will go to war myself, and crush the 
rebellion. 

Minister 

As you command. [Goes away. 

Vikram 

Devadatta, why do you sit silent 
and sad ? The thief has fled, leaving 
the booty behind, and now I pick up 
my freedom. This is a moment of 
rejoicing to me. False, false friend, 
false are my words. Cruel pain 
pierces my heart. 





SAC'lUFK’K 


ih'xunhtftd 

\'()U slm!l }i;ivc ii<t tiuM* for 
or for !ovr. i!u\v,- yotir lilV uil! In., 

tHWH’ u!i(‘ nI I' f.'uii (if pju'|><is(‘, can’v 

yuurkinprly lifnrl to its jfn -.-il rnncjncsi. 
I'ikram 

lJut I .'till il(»j \ rt. cnltlpli'tcfy IVi'i'd 
in tny Ik'.'iH. 1 still she will 

soon ftiin*' !);u*k to nif, wJton she (ijj,|j. 
fh.ni the world is not her !ov«r, jiml 
Ihiti nmn’s h.-ntl is tlic only world for 
n woman. .She will know wimt .she 
has sjntnu'tl, wlion sho missi s it ; mui 
my tiim* will oomo whi'ij. her j.ridr 
sho oomcs hunk, aiul jaalotisly 
Inoifts to Woo im% 

{ Kllli-r}! A'ITKN I JA NT. j 

Jtif nth tilt 
A h'tti r frum Iho 

jCtiir.v thi’ li'tlrr , tmtl 
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King 

She relents already. {Beads the 
letter.) Only this. Just two lines, to 
say that slie is going to her brother 
in Kashmir, to ask liim to help her to 
quell the rebellion in my kingdom. 
This is insult ! Help from Kaslimir ! 

Devadatta 

Lose no time in forestalling her, 

and let that be your revenge. 

King 

My revenge ? You shall know it. 
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AC’I’ II 

Tent in h’asf/nih’ 

(ViKUAM anil the (Jknkual.) 
(h'mral 

Partlon me, Kin-j:, if I dare offer you 
advice in the interest of your kingdom. 

Tikram 

Spenk to me. 

($mrrn! 

Th<- rebeilioii in ttur land has been 
quelled. The rebels I hern.seh'es arc 
fighting on your side. Why waste 
{«ir strength and time in Kashmir 
when your preseae«> in your own 
enpital is .so urgent 1) needed ? 

Vikmm 

Th<> light here is not over yet. 
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But Kuniarsc'n, the Queen’s brother, 
is already punished for his sister’s 
temerity. His army is routed, he is 
lading for his life. His uncle, Chan- 
dra, sen, is only too eager to be seated 
upon the vacant throne. Make him 
the king, and leave this unfortunate 
country to pcuace. 

Vikram 

It is not for punishment that I stay 
here ; it is for light. The fight has 
become like a picture to a painter. 

I must add bold lines, blend strong 
colours, and perfect it every day. 
My mind grows more and more im- 
mersed in it, as it blossoms into forms ; 
and 1 leave it witli a sigh when it is 
finished. The destruction is merely 
its matc'rials, out of which it takes its 
shape. It is a creation. It is beautiful 
as red buinchcs of palash, that break 

Q 
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oxit like a druiikcii i'ury, yet every one 
of its llowcrs delicately pertect. 

(kneral 

But, Sire, litis cantu.l, po on foi- ('ver. 
You have other duties. I’he minister 
luis been siaiding me tnessnoc jifter 
message, entreating me to !ud|) you 
to see how this war is ruining your 
country. 

V Her am 

I cannot see an>' thing else in the 
world but what is groNving umh-r my 
masterly hands. Oh, ilte tnusic of 
swords! Oil, the great battles, that 
clasp your lu'east light like hard em- 
braces of lovi- ! do, t h'ueral, you have 

other works to do. your advices 

flash out liest on tin* points of your 
swords. ((iKNKUA!. goes.) 'I’his is 
deliverance. 'l’h<‘ tiondage has fled 
of itself, leaving ilm pris..ner free. 
Revenge is stronger than tlie tliin 
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wine of love. Revenge is freedom, — 
freedom from the coils of cloying 
sweetness. 

{Enters General.) 

General 

I can espy a carriage coming towards 
our tent, perhaps bringing an envoy 
of peace. It lias no escort of armed 
soldiers. 

King 

Peace must follow the war. The 
time for it has not yet come. 

General 

Let us liear the messenger first, and 
then, 

King 

And then continue the war. 

{Enters a Soldier.) 

Soldier 

The Queen has come asking for your 
audience. 
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rihnini 

What, do yoii say ? 

Sold hr 

'riio Qtaa-ii has cohh’. 


Vikmm 

Wiiich V 

Sohlhr 

Our Qut'iaj, Suiniira. 

Vikrain 

(Jo, (J(‘iH-rni, sor \viu» has (Huor. 
\Tkt’ (Jknkuai, iiHil thi' Sui.iMiaf 


Kitio 

This is ilio third Itnir thsit slu- has 
cum<‘, vainly atttinjti in^' to <'oas me 
away, sima? I havr farriid war into 
Kuslunir. Ihit these are no <lre!inii.s 
these biittk’S. To wake uji sttdtienly, 
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and then find again the same palace 
gardens, the flowers, the Queen, the 
long days made of sighs and small 
favours ! No, a thousand times, no. 
She has come to make me captive, 
to take me as her trophy from the 
war-field into her palace hall. She 
may as well try to capture the 
thunderstorms. 

{Enters General.) 

General 

Yes, Sire, it is our own Queen who 
wants to see you. It breaks my heart 
that I cannot allow her to come 
freely into your presence. 

King 

This is neither the time, nor the 
place, to sec a woman. 


But, Sire. 


General 
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K in <> 

Xo, n<». Tell my .ifiijirds to kcrp n 
sfrk’i wntf’h at my ttaii d(M»r,- luii for 
ciicmit's. hut for womou. 

{{•Inltrif SuASKAk.) 

Shan kit r 

1 am Shankar, — King Kmnar,s(‘nX 
Brrviint. \ ou !im\ o kept nic ouplivc 
in your tent. 

K in ii 

Y<‘.s, I know you. 


Shankar 

Your QtUTU waifs outsijio vijur font. 


Hlu; wil! have to wait for nm fartla-r 
away. 
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Shankar 

It makes me blush to say that she 
has come humbly to ask your pardon , 
or, if that is impossible, to accept her 
punishment from your hand. For she 
owns that she alone was to blame,— 
and she asks you, in the name of all 
Lt is sacred, to spare her brother’s 
country and her brother. 


King 

But you must know, old man, it is 
TOi— and this war is with her brother, 
and not herself. I have no time to 
discuss the rights and wrongs ot 
the question with a woman, bu , 
being a man, you ought to know 
that when once a war is started, 
rightly or wrongly, it is our 
pride that must carry it on to the 

end. 
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Shdukur 

ISul (lu yoi! kinnv. Sirt-, you are 
earryiii-*' on Mas war wiM, woman 
aral slia is your (^»u< ( n '{ Our Kirar is 
merc-ly cspoiJsimr la-r caiisr. Iicimr'har 
la-otiitT. I ask \oiu is i| kiuo-iike, 
or Uiaiolikr. t.* uia-utily a (loiurslic 
(juarrcl into a war. cai-rviutr if 
eounf ry to uuuntrv V 

Kifiii 

I Wiiin yoti, rilti man, \*our tttuytu^ 
is bffouiiuo (lauir, rolls. Vuu may fell 
the Queen, in tit> mnue. fh.it when 
her liroMier, Kumarseu. owns his de- 
feat and surrenders hims.-lf into our 
hands, the ijiiesfion of jiardonino will 
thi’Ii he tii.seussed. 

Shtiitkiir 

*’! hat is as iuijiossihle as for fhe 
morning sim to kiss flii- dusi of Mie 
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western horizon. My King will never 
surrender Irimself alive into your hands, 
and his sister will never suffer it. 

King 

Then the; war must continue. But 
do you not tlunk that bravery ceases 
to l)c bravery at a certain point, and 
becomes mere foolhardiness ? Your 
King can newer escape me. I have 
surrounded him on all sides, and he 
knows it. 

Shankar 

Yes, he knows it, and also knows 
that there is a great gap. 

King 

Wliat do you mean ? 

Shankar 

T mean (h'ath, — the triumphal gate 
through wliich he will escape you, if 
I know him right. And there waits 
his revenge, [He goes. 





231. 

{Knterfi A'I’ti'-ndan'i'.) 

Sire, I'ltandniscn. and his wife 
i{(‘vati, Kwriiarstars tinclc and aunt, 
liMV(* coinr to SCO y<ni. 

Kiii^ 

Ask flit in in, 

{iCntrr CuANnuASK.N timi Hevatl) 

K I II a 

My olit’isumv to yt»n laiih. 

ChatidNUfti 

May yon live iong. 

Htniti 

May you Va* virtttrious. 

('fnimirmcH 

What jmni.slutu’u! havf you (h*t‘i(!t‘<i 
for him 1 
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King 

If he surrenders I shall pardon him. 

Bevati 

Only this, and nothing more? If 
tame pardon eomes at the end, then 
why is there such preparation ? Kings 
are not overgrown children, and war 
is no mere child’s play. 


Vikram 

To rob was not my purpose, but to 
restore my honour. The head that 
bears the crown cannot bear insult. 

Chandrasen 

My son, forgive him. For he is 
mature neither in age nor in wisdom. 
You may deprive him of Ms right to 
the throne, or banish him, but spare 
him his life. 
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KIn'' 

1 never wished to l.'ike fiis lil'e. 
lurati 

'Idieii w hy sueli an army ami arms V 
You kill tile soldiers, wlio have done 
you no harm, and spare him vvliu is 
guilty 'i 

rUcrtuii 

I do not uiidt rsfand you. 
('hiindrtisrit 

It i.s iiotiung. She is angry with 
Ku!uar.seii for having brought our 
(lountry into troufde, and for giving 
you just eause for anger, who are so 
nearly relahsi to us. 

i'ikntm 

.Justiee will he meted out to him 

when he is enptured. 
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Bevati 

I have come to ask you never to 
suspect that we are hiding him. It 
is the people. Burn their crops and 
their villages, — drive them with 
hunger, and then they will bring 
him out. 

Chandrasen 

Gently, wife, gently. Come to the 
palace, son, the reception of Kashmir 
awaits you there. 

King 

You go there now, and I shall follow 
you. {They go out.) Oh, the red 
flame of hell -fire. The greed and 
hatred in a woman’s heart. Did I 
catch a glimpse of my own face in her 
face, I wonder ? Are there lines like 
those on my forehead, the burnt 
tracks made by a hidden fire ? Have 
my lips grown as thin and curved at 
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boiJi ends as iiers, like snjue iiiui-<lerer’s 

knirc'i' No, my passion is I'or war 

if, is neiilier for opfcd nor f, ,)• cnielt v • 
its lire is like lovt'N fire, tfuif, knows 
no restraint, lhat counts no cost, 
burns itself, and all that it fouclu-s 
eitlier into a flame, t»r to ashes. 


{Enterfi A'rTi;Ni>A.\'i’.) 
Attendant 

The IJrahniin, Devadaf ta, has eotne, 
awaiting jmur {Measure. 


Kin a 

Devadatta lias eonse ? Hring him 
in,-- -N<i, no, stop. Let me think,- I 
know liim. U<' Isas eoine to turn me 
back from the battle-field. Hrahmin, 
yon umlenniiH'd the river baisks, and 
now, whs*n the wntvv nvs-rflmvs. y<,u 
’ piously pj-ny that it imiy irrigate yosir 
fit'kls, juiii then tamely go hack. Will 
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it not wash away yoxxr houses, and 
ruin the country ? The joy of the 
terrible is blind, — ^its term of life is 
short, and it must gather its plunder 
in fearful haste, like a mad elephant 
uprooting the lotus from the pond. 
Wise counsels will come, in their turn, 
when the great force is spent, — No, I 
mxist not see the Brahmin. 

{Enters Amaiiu, the chieftain of Trichur 
hills,) 

Amaru 

Sire, I have come at your bidding, 
and I own you as my King. 


King 

You are the chief of this place ? 
Amaru 

Yes. 1 a,m the chief of Trichur. 
You are the King of many kings, and 
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I am your servant. 1 luiv(> a dauQliter, 
whose name is lla. Sho is young- aiu] 
comely. Do not tliiiik nu; vain, when 
I say that slie is worths’ to ho your 
spouse. Slie is Waititig outside. Ivr- 
mit me. King, and ! sh;dl soiHi lu-r 
to you as the Itest greeting of this 
land of flowers. [//f. oul 

{Enters Ila torth her ATTi':.Nn..vNT.) 

King 

Ah 1 She comes, as a sur[)ris<! of 
dawn, when tiie moujent Ijerure it 
seemed like a dark night. (k>me, 
maiden, you have math- liu- hatth'- 
field forget itself. K:ishniir has shot 
her be.st arrow, at hast, to pieivt* the 
heart of the war*gt><l. \'(,u make me 
feel that my eye.s had fa-eji w.andering 
among flu; wihlerness of things, to 
had at last t!u*ir iuliilment. Ihit. \vhv 
do you .stniul s<} silent, with your eyes 
on the ground ? I enn almost, s<'c a 
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trembling of pain in your limbs, whose 
intensity makes it invisible, 

Ila 

(Kneeling.) I have heard that you 
are a great King. Be pleased to 
grant me my prayer. 

King 

Rise up, fair maiden. This earth is 
not worthy to be touched by your 
feet. Why do you kneel in the dust ? 
There is nothing that I cannot grant 
you. 

Ila 

My father has given me to you. I 
beg myself back from your hands. 
You have wealth untold, and terri- 
tories unlimited, — go and leave me 
behind in the dust ; there is nothing 
that you can want. 

King 

Is there, indeed, nothing that I can 

R 
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want ? How shall I show you my 
heart? Where is its wealth ? Where 
are its territories ? It is empty. Had 
I no kingdom, Imt only you 

Iht 

Then lirst take my lil’e, — as vou 
take that of the wild deer of the forest, 
j)iereiiigher heart with s our arrows,™ — 

A’/ag 

But why, ehild, wliv stieh eon> 
tem{)t for me ? Ajii I se> utterly 
unwortliy of you ? I h:i\'<‘ waui king- 
doms witit the miyhl of my arms. 
Can I not. hojre to beg \our iu art for 
me ? 

Ihi 

But mv heart is not mijie. I have 
given it to one who h I'l me months 
ago, promising t<joome !»aek and nua-t 
me ill the simile of our aneietd forest. 
Days jmss, and I wait, and the silence 
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of the forest grows wistful. If he 
find me not, when he comes back ! 
If he go away for ever, and the forest 
shadows keep tiicir ancient watch for 
the love-meeting that remains eter- 
nally unfulfilled ! King, do not take 
me away,-~l(!avc me for him, who has 
left me, to find me again. 

Viler am 

What a fortunate man is he. But 
I warn you, girl, gods are jealous of 
our love. listen to my secret. There 
was a time when I despised the whole 
world, and only loved. I woke up 
from my dream, and found that the 
world was there, — only my love burst 
as a bubble. What is his name, for 
whom you w'ait ? 


Ila 

H(' is Kashmir’s King. His name 
is Kumarsen. 



SACH0''IC5<: 


2 U 


flkriim 

Kuiiiursea ! 

f!a 

Do you luiow hiiM ? Hr is known 
to all. Kashmir has ‘hv< n i!s heart 
to him. 

Vikrnut 

Kumarscn ? Kaslunir's Kiii^r V 
lla 

Yf,s. He must lie your IVieml. 
y i hr tim 

Bui tio you uof know Hnif fhe sun 
of his fortune liiis set 't Hive up all 
tiope of him. ih* is like n hunted 
animak runMinff and hidiny' foun om* 
hole to another. 'I'he poorest heo.r-ir 
in these hills is h.appier fh.ttt he. 

liu 

! har<!ly uiiderstfuni you, Kinj;f. 



THE KING ANl) QUEEN 245 
Vikram 

You women sit in the seclusion of 
your hearts and only love. You do 
not know how the roaring torrent of 
the world passes by, and we men 
are carried away in its waves in all 
directions. With your sad, big eyes, 
filled with tears, you sit and watch, 
clinging to flimsy hope. But learn 
to despair, my child. 

Ila 

Tell me the truth. King. Do not 
deceive me. I am so very little and 
so trivial. But I am all his own. 
Where, — in what liomeless wilds, — ^is 
my lover roaming ? I will go to seek 
him, — I, who never have been out of 
my house. Show me the way, 

Vikram 

His enemy’s soldiers are after him, — 
he is doomed. 



SAcim-'icM 


2m; 


Ila 

i^ut .-ire ytm i>oi his Irifiiil? Will 
you iK)t sju'c lijiu ? A kinijf is in 
d:i!if>'<T, anil will vuu siulci- ii as a 
Klni>: ? Am you uni Inmour- Imund 
to succour liiin V ! kmiw th;it all iho 
world loved him. ihil u here arc thev, 
in his time of misforluiie ? Sire, vou 
arc great in janver. im! what is sour 
power for, if you do not lielp ihc' 
great ? Can you keej» Mmrself aloof ? 
Then siiow me the vva\, I will offer 
iny life lor him, --the one, weak 
woman. 

I'ikrain 

Love him, hn«- him with all y(ju 
have — Love Ijini, who is ihe King of 
your precious heart. 1 have lust my 
love’s heuvi'ii myself,— fnit h-f me 
have the hnjiptness to tnake yon 

happy. I will not etivef your love. 

The withered hrnneh eamtol hopi- to 
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blossom witli borrowed flowers. Trust 
me. I am your friend. I will bring 
him to you. 

lla 

Noble King. I owe you my life 
and my heaven of happiness. 

Vikram 

Go, and be ready with your bridal 
dress. I will change the tune of my 
music. (Ila goes.) This war is grow- 
ing tiresome. But peace is insipid. 
Homeless fugitive, you are more for- 
tunate than I am. Woman’s love, 
like heaven’s watchful eyes, follows 
you wherever you go in this world, 
making your defeat a triumph and 
misfortune splendid, like sunset clouds. 

{Enters Devadatta.) 


Devadatta 


Save me from my pursuers. 



SAC'l{|I<’K’|<’ 


21uS 

Kin!f 

WIk) Mrc tlicy ? 

IhrwUiUd 

TIh'v aiH‘ your unsards, Kiii^r. 'Thcv 
kepi; me uiufer strief waU’li Idr this 
(‘veiiasting lialf- lu.ur. I ftdkcd to 
tlieni of art ami lell<'rs; they were 
amused. They lluiuirld I was play- 
ing the fool to j}iea8<‘ f hem. ‘'I’iien* I 
Ix'gan to recite to them t he host: lvric.s 

of Kalidas,' and it s«othe<| this pair 

of yokels to sha’p. in perfect disgust 
I left their tent ti* come to vou. 

Tiu'se guards should he putu.shed 
for their want of tnsh* in .o.ing off 
to sleeii wlitai the prisoner recited 
Krdiilas. 

BmuliiUti 

Wc .shsill think of the punishment 
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later on. In the meanwhile, we must 
leaye this miserable war and go back 
home. Once I used to think that only 
they died of love’s separation, who 
were the favoured of fortune, deli- 
cately nurtured. But since I left home 
to come here, I have discovered that 
even a poor Brahmin is not too small 
to fall a victim to angered love. 

Vikram 

Love and death are not too careful 
in their choice of victims. They are 
impartial. Yes, friend, let us go back 
home. Only I have one thing to do 
before I leave this place. Try to find 
out, from the chief of Trichur, Kumar- 
sen’s hiding-place. Tell him, when 
you find him, that I am no longer his 
enemy. And, friend, if somebody else 
is there with him, — if you meet her, 

Devadatta 

Yes, yes, I know. She is ever in 
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SAnUFK’K 


our iJiouglvts, yet. siio is hcyoud our 
words. She, m Iio i.s riohlr. iior sorrow 
has to be great. 

FHmnn 

Frieiui, you havu' eonte lo uu- lik(' 
the I'u'sl suddejj hrce/.f of spring. 
Now my dowers will I’ulluw, with all 
tile meiaories of the past ha[»py years. 

j l)KV.\i>.\'rTA gae.v. 

( Knter.s' ft i a n o is as i-:n . ) 

Vikmm 

1 iuive glaii tidings for you. i have 
pardon<‘d Kuruarsen. 

('hfimlrustn 

You may have pardoned iiiiii, ■ hut 
now that I represenf Kaslmtir, ia* 
must await his eouul ry's judgment at 
my hands. He shall luo e his punish- 
ment, from me. 

i'ikrttm 

What punisfummt 
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Chandrasen 

He shall be deprived of his throne. 

Vikram 

Impossible. His throne I will 
restore to him. 

Chandrasen 

What right have you in Kashmir’s 
throne ? 

Vikram 

The right of the victorious. This 
throne is now mine, and I will give it 
to him. 

Chandrasen 

You give it to him ! Do I not 
know proud Kumarsen, from his in- 
fancy ? Do you think he will accept 
his father’s throne as a gift from you ? 
He can bear your vengeance, but not 
your generosity. 

{Enters a Messenger.) 



SAClIlFfCI'l 


Jml % J Mi 


Me.S'sen^cr 

The news has reacfied ns that 
Kiimarsen is coining in a closed 
carriage to surrcnth r luinsclC. 

Id'ct A- out. 

Chandrti.srn 

Incredible ! 'Fhc lion comes lo bc<f 
his chains ! Is life so precious V 

Vi kraut 

But wliv docs he come in a closc'tl 
carriage ? 

Clmtidmsni 

How can lu‘ slow himself? 'I’hc 
eyes of the crowd in the strcels will 
pierce him, liki- arrows, to the (juick. 
King, put out the lamp, when he 
comes, receive him in darkness. Do 
not let him suffer the insult of the 
light. 


(Entern DKVAUA'rrv.) 
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Devadatta 

I hear that the King, Kumarsen, is 
coming to see you of his own will, 

Vikram 

I will receive him with solemn 
rituals, — with you as our priest. Ask 
my general to employ his soldiers to 
make preparation for a wedding 
festival. 

{Enter the Brahmin Elders.) 

All 

Victory be to you. 

First Elder 

We hear that you have invited our 
King, to restore him to his throne, — 
Therefore we have come to bless you 
for 

{Enters Shankar.) 

the joy that you have given to Kash- 
mir. 
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[They bless him, mid the K ing boros to 
them . The R » a i i mi ns >^0 out. 

Shnnkfir 

{To CiiANmiA.si'.N.) Sire, is it true 
that Krimarson is (‘oiiuii<f lu sum-iuit;r 
himself to his eneinies ? 

Chmtdrasen 

Yes, it is true. 

Shankar 

Worse than a thousand lies. Oh niv 
beloved Kiiif', I am your nld servani, 
I have suffered pain tiia! only Cod 
knows, yet never {•ompiained. But 
how can I bear this ? d'hat you should 
travel thrmif^di all tiie roads of Kash- 
mir to enter your eapu' of prison ? 
Wliy did not your servant die before 
this day ? 

(Enters- a Soi.imui.) 
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Soldier 

The carriage is at the door. 

King 

Have they no instruments at hand, 
— flutes and drums ? Let them strike 
a glad tune. {Coming near the door.) 
I welcome you, my kingly Mend, with 
all my heart. 

{Enters Sumitba, with a covered tray 
in her hands.) 

Vikram 

Sumitra. My Queen ! 

Sumitra 

King Vikram, day and night you 
sought him in hills and forests, spread- 
ing devastation, neglecting your people 
and your honour, and to - day he 
sends through me to you his coveted 
head, — the head upon which death 
sits even more majestic than his crown. 
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Vikrain 

My Queen ! 

Surniim 

Sire, no longer your Qiux'n ; for 
merciful death has elaiiiied nu*. 

\Ftill.s and dies. 

Shankar 

My King, my Masica-, my darling 
boy, you have done well. You have 
come to your eteriud throne. Cod 
has allowed me to live for so lung 
to witness this glory. .Vnd now, my 
days are doiu;, and your servant will 
follow you. 

{Bnter.'t Ila, dressed in a bridal dress.) 
Ha 

King, I hear the bridal music. 
Where i.s iny lover ? I am ready. 

ermttSh R, ^ K.Ci aiik, I 
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